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MO a FY Never Cost 
You a Penny! 


No EXPERIENCE NEEDED! %~ 


"You’ve never read more exciting news! Think of making 
as much as $30.00 a week in your spare time, right in your 















































































YOU CHOOSE 


from more than 


100 own neighborhood, and also taking your pick of more 
than 100 beautiful colorful, late-style dresses . . . which 
BEAUTIFUL won’t cost you a single penny! All you do now is mail the 


coupon at the bottom of this page. Don’t send any money 
now or any time. You’ll receive absolutely free the most 
thrilling display of gorgeous styles you ever saw... all 
the latest fashions...all the new miracle wonder fab- 
rics like dacron, nylon, orlon, rayon and scores of the 
allimportant sparkling cottons with the glamorous new 
finishes . . . in convertibles, casuals, mix-and-match, 
separates—house dresses, suits, sportswear, and hosiery 
and lingerie too ... also adorable children’s dresses! 
Up to $30.00 a week cash and the personal dresses you 
select, all without one penny cost are yours just for show- 
ing the beautiful styles and sending only a few orders for 
friends, neighbors, co-workers, and members of your 
family. That’s all! You don’t pay a cent for your own 
dresses—and you can get dress after dress, a whole ward- 
robe, this easy way! What a wonderful way to use your 
spare hours, evenings, and weekends! So don’t wait. Just 
mail the coupon and everything you need will be rushed 
to you postpaid and ABSOLUTELY FREE! 


Women like you write exceptional letters like these 





No Longer 2 Hours 
Buys Dresses! Pays $10.00 
The dresses | used to buy My first experience with 
1 now get without paying Harford Frocks netted 
for them! And | make me $10.00 in about 2 
$12.00 to $15.00 in a hours. It was fun, and | 
week spare time besides! made new friends. Mrs. 
DOROTHY HOUGH, Mo. S.W. COLE, West Virginia. 


FREE ] JUST MAIL THE 
s COUPON BELOW! 
Just write your name, address, and dress size on 
coupon (paste it on a postcard), and we'll send 
you the big style display so you can start P 
collecting EXTRA CASH and getting £ P 
your personal dresses without cost! hy att ears 
v> .Fa°. 


HARFORD FROCKS, Inc, (27:25 0% er 7a: 


é 
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"? Dept. R-2117, Cincinnati 25, Ohio vas 93 fF Pde ee eR 
Py ae 8 a tie * Weegee * wm 
In Canada write to: Harford Frocks att. pO, Ee OM te ye OLY 
- (Canada) Ltd., 2241 Lariviere St, 4°¥*),%, oF eg 44 of 4 om 1 by, «. eee 4k 
Montreal 24, P. Q nat Ca ak OO Palle 2B the I a CSO id 


PASTE ON POSTCARD—AND MAIL! 


Harford Frocks, Inc., Dept. R-2117, Cincinnati 25, Ohio 
RUSH POSTPAID AND ABSOLUTELY FREE the big, 
valuable Harford Frocks Style Display so I can start quickly 
making extra money in spare time and getting my personal 
dresses without paying one penny for them. 


a *e * m . Whe 
* ° 4 «”% on ,t 
te at wit el Aly. 


. 


a 








In Canada, write 2241 Lariviere St., Montreal 24, P.Q. 
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MAKE $15°° A DAY AND MORE! 


Learn practical nursing at 





YES, YOU CAN BE A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. You can earn the 
respect of everyone you know by helping those who urgently need 
your help. 

ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get out of 
your present rut and be completely independent. Select the very 
cases you want from the hundreds offered to you . . . work part or 
full time without interfering with your present home or social activi- 
ties . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor’s offices, convalescent 
homes, private duty. Specialize as you like . . . infant cases, hos- 
pital nursing, or travel with your patient all over the world. 


IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as 
much as $20.00 a day and you need never worry about being “laid 
off.” Never before was there such a crying need for nurses. Today 
300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes, 
and doctors are begging for our graduates. No high school education 
is required for this complete nursing course. In fact many of our 
successful graduates, now earning top professional pay, have never 
even finished grammar school. If you are sincere and love people 
you have all the qualifications. 

DO NOT LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest 
dreams. Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed this 
doctors’ approved course. 

IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can be graduated and 
wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses uniform. Fam- 
ily and friends will respect your shining silver graduation pin and 
your highly prized diploma from the nation’s outstanding profes- 
sional training school. 

STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our students 
study on and off in their spare time. If you are anxious to begin 
your nursing career, you can complete the course in just 12 weeks. 

if you have had any previous training, you can graduate in 30 

60 days. 

BUT THE IMPORTANT THING IS to get free complete information 
right now. There is no cost or obligation. We will send you, as we 
have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE sample lesson 
and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon at the right and mail 
right now. Your FREE material will reach you by return mail. 
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POST GRADUATE HOSEITA ‘SCHOOL OF NURSING 
17L26 Audiforiym Bldg: Chicago 5, lll. 
Bee se 


zt 


home in 12 short weeks 


A BIG STEADY INCOME 
IMMEDIATELY! 





THIS 1S THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will Change Your Whole Life! 


WHAT OUR GRADUATES SAY: 


Mail Coupon Today for FREE Sample Lesson 





POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, 
17126 Auditorium Bidg., Chicago 5, Ill. 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and 
FREE booklet on High-Paying Opportunities in Nursing. 


NAME 





ADDRESS. 





CITY. ZONE STATE. 
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NOW READY! GORGEOUS, SMART, 
MODERN STYLE DRESSES FOR ALL 
OCCASIONS! 

















Now you can look smart and 
stylish with sensational low 
priced glamorous dresses that 
have been cleaned and pressed 
— in good condition for all oc- 
casions! A tremendous assort- 
ment of gorgeous one and two 
piece modern styles in all beau- 
tiful colors —in a variety of 
luxurious fabrics of rayons, cot- 
tons, gabardines, woolens, silks, 
etc. Expensive dresses—original 
value up to $40! 


FREE! 12 Different Sets of But- 
ton Cards! 5 to 8 matched but- 
tons on each card. Worth a few 
dollars — but yours FREE with 
dress order. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE COUPON! 


§ GUILD MAK ORDER HOUSE, Dept.878 
(One of the oldest and largest mail order huuses of its kind) 


103 E. Broadway, New York 2, N. Y. 
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§ Rush my 5 assorted dresses in size circled below 
§ with Free Button Cards. Enclosed find $1 de- 
§ posit, balance C.O.D. plus postage. Money re- 
t turned if not completely satished. Canadian and 
§ foreign orders accepted. 
§ Circle Size: 

i Girl's Sizes 7, 8, 10, 12, :4 are S for $2.75 
Junior Miss Sizes 9, 11, 13, 15 are 5 for $3.75 
Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20, 38, 40, 42, 44,5 for $3.75 | 
(Sizes 141%, 1614,18%, 20%, 22%, 24%, 5 for $3.75 
§ Extra Large Sizes 46, 48, 50, 52 are 5 for $4.75 

§ (© Check here to save C.O.D. fee. 
] amount with 25¢ postage. 
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) Please send FREE CATALOG FOR FAMILY 


Send full 


Name 








Address 
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Photos are of models who are not actually involved in any of the stories. 5 
(24 iseues) $5. Canada and Pan-American countries $4 a year. Other fore 


SCRIPTIONS: os pes Ge (12 issues) $3. 2 years 
oreign countries $5 a year. Single copies 25 cents each. 
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“Style No, 602 
Sizes 
ua eagg ne sex 119 
sev 14 + ye .< Sizes 38 to 50 
Sizes: 38 to 50 4 a) \\ \ ; 12.98 
15.98 . 


l 4 — Matching Fabric bag and wallet 
= PA 4 Given FREE with any dress on this 


Style No. 602 — Coat Dress with Ascot. Rayon bengaline 
with lustrous satin ascot for contrast. Convertible man- 


= 


— Style Ne. 164 — Lovable princess with darting sunbursts 


= 
Style Ne: 241 — Satin Symphony. Dress and clutch purse ‘round your midriff that flares out to a waltz skirt. In 
to rhyme. Elegant dress with snug midriff and sweep 
of skirt. Rayon satin in woodiand violet or jet biack. 


Ne. 165 — Midriff-Magic in Woven Checked Rayon 
Taffeta, V-necked, velvet-iaced and voluminously skirted. 
Navy, black or red checks. 


cherry red or peacock taffeta. 


Style Ne. 9169 — Buttons give this smart suit a new 
fashion angle. Note by-play of buttons in brief jacket and 
one side of skirt. Rayon suiting in biack, brown, navy 


ae 


darin collar, patent leather belt. Turquoise or 
sandalwood toast with black ascot. 


Style No. 163 — Dance Drama in Yarn-Dyed Rayon Taf- | 
feta. Soft shirring and elegant cording play up your 
feminine curves, high midriff. Slate biue or black. 


, 2» 
Style No.163 | a 
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10 to 20 
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Style No. 9169 


10 to 20 
Sizes: 38 to 44 


10.98 





New York 1, N. Y. Dept. 130-26 
Please rush me the styles indicated ADDRESS 


{-] Payment Enclosed city 
Add 30c for postage be 


7] Send C.0.D. | will pay 
C.0.0. charges 


Sizes: 
9 to 17 3 


a 866 Ave. of the Americas (Print) 


Sizes 38 to 50 


12.98 





ZONE STATE 


GUARANTEED REFUND PRIVILEGE 








* 
LATEST 
FRENCH 
FIGURE 
REDUCER 


The 


FULLER 
FIGURE © 


INSTANTLY 
BECOMES 


2 SIZES 
SLIMMER 


OR IT COSTS YOU NOTHING! 


As you reduce, your silhouette gets smaller 
and smaller. And the wonder-working, lace 


panel gives you exact, adjustable, custom-fit 


every day! 

TAKES YEARS OFF YOUR FIGURE! 

Now at last you can instantly look 2 sizes 
smaller and years younger. Fabulous hi-waist 
gives you the fashionable thin waist and long 
torso that’s in vogue today. You'll imme- 
diately look taller and slimmer as inches dis- 
appear from your waist, hips, thighs and 
derriere. 


GLORIOUS COMFORT 

WITH MIRACLE ELASTIC! 

For the first time you can have easy-breathing 
comfort and day-long support. Incredible 
power elastic g-i-v-e-s and s-t-r-e-t-c-h-e-s as 
you sit, bend, stretch. You'll enjoy unmatched 
ease and comfort as you work and relax. Only 
French Figure REDUCER gives you the happy, 
healthy way to sleek teenage slimness—or 
you pay nothing! 

SUPERBLY TAILORED 

Made of finest, costliest, perspiration-absor- 
bent fabrics. Guaranteed to keep its stretch 
and shape through seasons of wear. Will not 
roll or curl on top. Washes like a dream— it’s 


a beauty to behold! 
°o Nude, White, or Blue 
~ 38 “= IN TWO STYLES 

& Regular or panty side with 

Y snap-button crotch and garters. 
NO EXTRA CHARGE FOR EXTRA LARGE SIZES 
SMALL—(25-26) “‘Plus’’ sizes for the fuller figure 
MEDIUM—(27-28) x Sg Oe (36-38) 


XXXX (39- 
LARGE—(29-30) 
EXTRA LARGE—(31-32) XXXXX_ (41-83) 


XXXXXX (44-46) 
SEND NO MONEY e {0 DAY FREE TRIAL 


| WILCO FASHIONS, Dept. R918, T 

| 35 S. Pork Ave., Rockville Centre, N. Y. | 

| PLEASE rush FRENCH Figure Reducer on | 
proval IF not delighted, I may cone "it within 

| ten (10) days for refund of purchase price I 

} Send C.O.0., FE par 6. <ccceccecves plus postage. | 

| 1K emaiaes® $...cccccccccees you pay postage. | 

| Please Regular Panty with removable | 
Check t Girdle Girdle crotch | 

| waist SEND EXTRA 

| SIZE please......ME........ CROTCHES @ 49¢ ea. | 

| 1st Color Choice......... 2nd Color Choice......... 

BF Mame (PIM) .. ce vcccccccccccccccvescoscoscocccons 

| EE, GD wd ceeeudessenadeebacodocertoecsnee | 

BOGEN, utuvcucsaeseusesares Gi ice TRS ise 00<00 | 


|  Enetos¢é payment on Foreign or Canadian orders. | 
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DEARLY 


ELV 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 
DEAR MRS. JACKSON: 


My problem concerns a young man | 
met recently. I love him but I just don’t 
know exactly what to do. He has asked 
me to marry him, and I have said yes, 
but I have a problem and it concerns my 
two children. My former husband’s 
parents have become very fond of them, 
and I’m afraid if I get married they will 
try to take the children away from me. 
Will you please advise me as to what | 


should do. Thank you, C.D.M. 


Dear C.D.M.: 

Your best bet is to consult a good 
lawyer. He can advise you legally as to 
what rights you have to your children. 
Obtain one before you take any more 
steps toward matrimony because you 
must come to an important decision be- 
fore that time. If you are allowed to keep 
the children (and I don’t see why you 
shouldn’t), then you must be certain that 
your future husband accepts them as his 
family. All the legal advice in the world 
couldn’t make things happier if he de- 
cides that the children are too big a 
responsibility for him. If he doesn’t want 
a ready-made family then you must de- 
cide whether you want him or the chil- 
dren’s happiness. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 17 years old and in love with two 
boys. One is married and the other one 
is single. I’ve never had a date in my 
life because I read in a book that girls 
should wait until they are 17 or 18 be- 
fore dating. I am trying hard to wait 
until I’m 18. The single boy says he 
would like to wait for me, and he is very 








nice. The only bad thing is that my 
father doesn’t like him. He doesn’t like 
dark skinned people and the boy has, 
very dark complexion. My father won} 
even let me go out with him because he 
thinks I am too good for the boy. Pleag 
help me at once because I’m going crazy 
over it. Yours truly, A.R.W. 


Dear A.R.W.: 

Have no fear about losing your mind, 
It’s really pretty difficult to do so at the 
ripe young age of 17! Take things easy, 
because whether you know it or not 
you're a very flexible and resilient ip. 
dividual, and with time you'll find ap 
answer to this so called “hopeless” situ. 
ation. You started your letter off with 
two men, one single, the other married. | 
was very glad to note that the married 
man whom you thought yourself in love 
with was so unimportant as to merit 
mention only in the first sentence. Good 
girl! Let’s begin by crossing him of 
permanently. Married men (when fiirt- 
ing) are dangerous game except for their 
wives. If young people would learn to 
substitute the word “like” for “love” 
in many of their relationships, I think 
parents would feel freer to let them date. 
Love is a strong word. Give like time to 
grow into love before tossing the word 
around so lightly. It looks as if your 
father needs a good stiff lecture on pre- 
judgment or prejudice. If the boy is as 
nice as you claim he is, then he is cer- 
tainly worth fighting for. If at all pos 
sible get the two of them together. I’m 
hoping (and I’m sure you are, too) that 
after they get to know one another your 
dad may forget all about his skin color. 
Oh yes, 16 is the usual age when girls 
begin to date regularly. I think 18 isa 
little slow, but if you feel that you should 
wait, then it is up to you. Don’t let any- 
one push you into dating a married man 
even if he is light colored. Give your 
father every possible chance to like this 
single fellow. I’m sure he must be pretty 
wonderful if he is willing to wait for you. 
Good luck, and please don’t lose your 
mind! 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a fellow stationed in Korea and! 
have been here for three months. I ama 
constant reader of TAN, and your column 
interests me more than anything in the 
magazine, so I find myself writing you 
and asking for help. I’m a G.L., aged 23. 
Before coming overseas, I was at a fort 
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jn Texas. While there I was calling on a 


young lady from Waco, Texas whom I 
thought was very nice. We went together 
until I got orders for overseas duty. We 
corresponded with each other quite fre- 
quently, but now the question that is 
facing both of us is marriage. Although 
she has been married before and di- 
yorced (for about four years) I didn’t 
know it until I got overseas. However, I 
still think a lot of her and she is the 
grandest girl I’ve known. But I’m afraid 
my people won’t accept her, since back 
home I was engaged to a girl from my 
home town. The funny thing is, after 
being in the Army a year she dropped 
me like a hot potato. What can I do 
now? I really need your help badly. 
Thank you. A lenely G.I., E.W. 


Dear E.W.: 

Knowing the marital status of the per- 
son you love especially if they are single 
(or divorced) shouldn’t daunt your in- 
tentions or affections if they are sincere 
and long lasting. It is too bad that many 
people place a stigma on divorcees, but 
often this so called social disapproval is 
without cause. If you are confused be- 
cause you've discovered your girl friend 


is a divorced person, wait and think 
things over before you make any com- 
ments to her or your parents. If neces- 
sary, and since you certainly can’t marry 
her while you are overseas, wait until 
you return before you make the decision. 
If she is as nice as you say, she will 
realize that you are faced with a serious 
situation, and when you do marry you 
intend to have every doubtful detail 
cleared up. About your pre-Army en- 
gagement, if a girl drops a fellow like a 
“hot potato,” there should be no doubt in 
your mind that she wasn’t serious in the 
first place. Since she broke off the en- 
gagement herself, you shouldn’t have 
any qualms of guilt. Make your folks 
understartd that she and not you severed 
the ties, and now finally you have found 
an honest and sincere person who loves 
you for being yourself. Don’t let stub- 
born pride keep you from telling your 
parents the truth. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a girl 15 years old and quite a 
few boys from the ages of 16 to 18 have 
asked me for dates and also to go steady 
with them. Some of them I really like 
very much, but I live with my grand- 


parents and they do not approve of me 
dating or going steady. Can you help 
me in any way? What should I do? 
Please answer soon. Sincerely yours, 
Shirley Thompson 


Dear Shirley: 

I don’t blame your grandparents for 
objecting to your going steady with boys 
at your age. Sixteen is a little early for 
dating one fellow constantly. If they are - 
reluctant to let you accept dates at all, it 
may be your own fault. Have you proved 
to them that you are a responsible, trust- 
worthy person? Or is there a little doubt 
in their minds that you can handle the 
responsibilities of dating? However, if 
you were to introduce a well mannered 
boy, close to your own age (not 18!) I 
am sure they will accept the fact that 
most teen-agers are dating by the age of 
16. Go slowly with your approach. Re- 
member grandparents are wonderful 
people, but they can’t help but rear you 
by the standards that were set up for 
teen-agers when they were growing up 
around the 1900's. Of course, things have 
changed and everything is labeled 
modern now. However, there are many 
basic principles (Continued on Page 74) 








NORFORMS 


VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 





Tested by decters 
Trusted by women 





Mail this coupon today 


1. Antiseptu (Protective, germicidal action) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected 
new formula releases its antiseptic and germicidal ingredients 
right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base melts at body 
temperature, forming a powerful protective film that permits 
long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant (Protection from odor) 

Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and found to be more 
effeetive than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing 
odors, yet have no “medicine” or “‘disinfectant’’ odor themselves. 























3. Convenient (So easy to use) 

Norforms are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and convenient 
to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or measuring. They’re 
greaseless and they keep in any climate: Your druggist has them 

in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


i mail this coupon to: Dept. 'T-62 


lorwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a 








plain envelope. 
Name. 
(rvease print) 
Street. 
A NORWICH PRODUCT City. Zone. State. 
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HAT’S THE MATTER with a girl who keeps on window 
shopping after she has made her purchase? 

That bright afternoon, over a year ago, when I was standing 
in the automobile sales room, I had no inkling of the trouble 
this weakness was to bring me, trouble that touched Jeff and 
Dad and almost ruined both of them. If I could have looked 
into the future I’d have climbed into the nice blue convertible 
Dad had just bought for me and headed straight for San Fran- 
cisco and Jeff. 

But I was carefree and wilful. No one could put anything 
over on me, Smarty Marvy Scott, daughter of the most success- 
ful insurance agent in Highdale, and just finished nursing 
school. I was engaged to the handsomest man on the Bay City’s 
police force. I was special. Nothing could touch me. I knew 
all the answers, or so I thought. 

Until real trouble struck. 

Dad stood patiently on the walk, “You’ve got the one you 
wanted, Marvy,” he said anxiously. But I kept fooling around, 
wasting the salesman’s time, looking at the other cars. 

Of course, I had the one I wanted, and naturally, I knew 
I was taking up the man’s time, but he was kind of cute. I knew 
too I had no business thinking of anybody but Jeff Cole. 

I was asking for it. Yet, in a way Dad was to blame, or so 
I told myself afterward, for he had introduced me to Alec 
Palmer. We had gone to the bowling (Continued on Page 59) 
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Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can make 





your hair as lovely as you wish it could be 


... gives youthful color to gray hair . . 


. adds 


Goals 


Larieuse 








glowing new color to drab, colorless hair 
... Starts you looking younger, lovelier . . . 
this very day. 

You can depend upon Godefroy’s Larieuse, 
the famous brand in the red box . . . known, 


approved, for more than 50 years. Get it at 
your favorite cosmetic counter this very day! 


In 18 flattering shades 











Just 
3) 

Lasy 

Steps 
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Re Shampoo hair thoroughly. 
As it dries, mix Godefroy's 
Larieuse as directed. 


2, Apply Godefroy's Larie- 
use with handy applicator in- 
cluded in package. 


3. After color has devel- 
oped, shampoo hair again, 
set in your favorite style. 





|G ODEFROY MFG. CO. ¢ 3510 OLIVE e ST. 


Louis 3, mo 








PUETHY 


OF COURSE WE’LL 
BE FRIENDS 
This I know 


Which where you go 
Or ever who you find 


I’ve planted well 
For rising swell 
Of me within your mind. 


So leave me now 
As is your vow 
Yet, down some distant way 


You will recall 
The total all 
You took from me today. 


SHRIEK AT THE SUN 


When sunshine of your love goes 
down 

the blazing, warming bright, 

will there be silver stars to come 

to visit in my night? 


Will there be silver slice of moon? 

Will there be crystal air? 

And small, soft talk among the 
leaves 

and clouds serene as prayer? 


When sunshine of your love goes 
down 

When heat and light are gone, 

how long, how long will be the 
night 

how long before the dawn? 


REVIEW 


Once upon a’ distant time 

we made a very lovely rhyme. 

None was smarter. None was 
sweeter. 

My love, what’s happened to the 
metre? 


LAMENT IN A MINOR KEY 


If I could label you a louse 

for closing down my pretty house 
of dreams and pleasant peace, 
then, glad I’d be and mad I’d be 


and finding some release. 


If I could nail you for a lie 

that blew the ruins screaming high 
like bomb-blast brick or stone, 
then, grateful I and hateful | 
who know the fault my own. 
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UF LUVE 


GOOD NIGHT AT A CHASM 


I never was a dancer. 

I never had the beat 

or grace or skill or purely feel 
which makes for flying feet. 


My heart had not the tempo 

to partner with a jig. 

But stood against the waiting wall, 
untalented and big. 


And big, and beating steady 

And stupid, not to know 

it could not keep up with the pace 
your dancing heart could go. 


And so there was no reason 

And so there was no rhyme 

to our short date this season. 

But I’ve had a lovely time. 
—ALFRED DUCKETT 


EXTRA HELP WANTED 


I want a lot of roughneck gleams, 
Some little scat back stars, 

A shirt sleeved slugging alley moon 
With battle golden scars,— 


Some wayward giddy candles 
To brawl it out with dusk 

In hobo silver haloes 

And gypsy scarlet musk,— 


I want a dream that knows the 
ropes— 

And will not run orcry .. . 

I really need these, darling, 

Since we have said goodbye. 


PARTING THOUGHTS 
It’s hard to think I will forget 


And never never care 
Or wonder if a roadturn 
Will find ‘you waiting there,— 


And never think of waltz skip ways 
Your shadow touched a door,— 
The dazzle of the echo 


You left across a floor. .. . 


Forgetting you will mean the dusk 
Must sell its shining laces, 

The stars and moon and sunshine 
Wash honey off their faces, 


No song or gold or dream smoke 

For April’s flower blue sky— 

So even if I can forget, 

I’m none too sure I’ll try. 
—G.apys MarTIN 














Don’t neglect those 


UTS ~ SCRAPE 








Guard against infection — 


use a product that’s PURE 


Watch those everyday cuts and scrapes. If you 
neglect them or treat them wrongly they might 
become infected. Be safe. Rely on a pure prod- 
uct—‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. Used in hos- 
pitals and clinics, it’s medically approved for 
first-aid in the home. Get a jar or tube today 
and keep it handy. 





FIRST-AID TIPS FOR CUTS AND SCRAPES: 


1. Clean the wound with iodine or other 
mild antiseptic or soap and water. 


2. When bleeding stops, spread on a pro- 
tective film of ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 


3. Don't use bandage unless wound will 
be exposed to dirt—and even then make 
the bandage /oose, and smear it with 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 


Reader’s Digest calls it “The Wonder Jelly” 


Safe, soothing—The FIRST-AID KIT in a jar 


VASELINE is the registered trade mark of the Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons’d 
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the girl with 
LIGHTER BRIGHTER skin 


What a thrill to have your choice 
of devoted males who can’t resist 
your lovely complexion. Start 
using Black and White Bleaching 
Cream as directed and watch your 
dull, dark, drab-looking skin take 
on a new lighter, brighter, softer, 
smoother look. Its bleaching ac- 
tion works effectively inside your 
skin. Modern science knows of no 
faster way of lightening skin. 
Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
counters 


39¢, 65¢ 


BLACK = AND WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 















7 Jewel 


Wristwatch 
With Every Bridal Ser Jee 


Yes. your choice of Ladies’ 


Accurote Wristwatch with 7 
ie sesat lever movements in New, 
Modern Gold Plate Cases. . . 


ed and paid for within one 
Yet “LOW ‘GOLD LATE set with 
-- iy Wedding Rings match 
) 


MONEY just ress. 
496 TI ee eon De oe 
me year) be mags 
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DELIGHTFUL CAREER — SPARE 
or FULL TIME—WITH FAMOUS 


HOOVER Uniforms 


pot eat nn full time! Experience 
not necessary. Take orders for fa- 
mous HOOVER line of smart, 
fal uniforms for waltrossen beauti- 9 
o—, nurses, ae ] - 
Nylon, Dacron, ate HOOVE 
UNIFORMS are known where ° 
for smart, styling plus top 
quality and value. Complete ~-* 
Presentation, actual sample 
bries, full instructions for coating: 
-all supplied Free. Write today. 


HOOVER UNIFORMS |\(| 
Dept. AF-St, NEW YORK 11, N.Y. 
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By Margo Hughes 





Erroll Garner 


E ARTHA KITT was signed to play 
the lead in “Jazz Getaway,” the new 
musical with a history-of-jazz theme. But 
“red hot and blues” singer, Ann Lewis, 
was signed to do the singing to interest 
angels in the show. Not too long ago, 
Eartha spent eight hours in rehearsal try- 
ing to remember to yearn for a Lincoln 
instead of a “Cadillac Car” for her per- 
formance of “C’est Si Bon” on a TV 
Show. Lincoln is the show’s sponsor. 
When Jersey Joe Walcott 

went to Hollywood to work in 
the fight picture, ““The Harder 
They Fall’’ the producers 
weren’t too happy with Wal- 
cott’s style of fighting. So, 
they hired a pro to teach the 
ex-heavyweight champ how to 
fight all over again. 

Jazz pianist, Erroll Garner, who reads 
not a note of music but plays entirely by 
ear, gave a solo-concert for music stu- 
dents at Lehigh University. When the 
collegiate jazz enthusiasts began asking 
him very technical questions about his 
technique, Garner answered: “I can’t tell 
you nothin’ about those things but I'll 
bet I can play ’em.” 

Trumpeter Louis ‘“Satch- 
” Armstrong and his band 


Ruth Brown 


had to run for cover in Ham- 
burg, Germany when 6,000 
fans tore the theatre apart bhe- 
cause Louis stopped playing 
too soon to suit them. Seems 
that do-it-yourself weight re- 
ducing diet Louis has been 
playing around with won’t let 
old “Satch” blow like before. 
Al Hibbler, already signed for a series 
of appearances on the Ed Sullivan TV 
Show, is reported all set to appear with 
Sullivan in his new Warner Brothers 
movie. The blind singer’s nite club stints 
have been real gratifying. He has a clever 
way of introducing his top hit... 
when the audience is spellbound from 
listening to all the Hibbler favorites, he 
winds up by announcing: “now well 
Unchain You With a Melody.” 

The once widely celebrated 
Golden Gate Quartet is mak- 
ing a mad comeback in Paris, 
France. They’ve developed an 
entirely new style of singing. 
A Rock ’n Roll recording group 

known as the “Solitaires” are all college 
students . . . one is in medical school. 
The r & r set are gone on their version 
of “Later For You Baby.” 

Herb Reed, bass-baritone of 






























Ham- 
»,000 
‘t he- 
iying 
eems 
t re 
been 
t let 
fore. 
a series 


inland anid tal 





the Platters, once sang tenor 
with the “Wings Over Jordon” 
choir. His voice changed while 


he was in the Army. 


Group known as the Chestnuts is com- 
of some of the members of the 
original Ravens. And. . . the Five Keys 
started out being just four; two sets of 
brothers from Newport News, Va. 


Howard Miller, who earlier 
toured the nite clubs and 
vaudeville theatres as featured 





Jersey Joe Walcott 
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NEEDS YOUR HELP 








HIS HEART 
TOMORROW 





tag, < 


TODAY 


More than 500,000 chil- 
dren with damaged hearts 
look to medical research... 
supported by the Heart 
Fund...for a brighter 
tomorrow. 

Their hearts need your help 
today. Give generously. 


HELP YOUR 
HEART 


HELP YOUR , 
HEART FUND 














vocalist with the Andy Kirk 
band, made his debut as con- 
cert soloist at New York’s Car- 
negie Recital Hall. Carnegie 
Hall, opened in 1891 with a 
concert by Tchaikovsky, has 
continued through the years 
as America’s foremost audito- 
rium of musical culture .. . 
that is “til recently when Bo 
Diddley and all the rock ’n 
rollers moved in for a midnite 





Maxine Sullivan 





concert. Even the high-brows 
dug and kept the concert 
rolling *til three ayem in the 
morning. The Carnegie crew 
turned out the lighte—But, 
Big Joe Turner wailed on in 
the dark. 


Maxine Sullivan, who isn’t being 


heard from nearly enough these days, 
has just recorded again with the same 


group that made her famous .. . the. 
John Kirby (Continued on Page 00) 


£ 





Bobby Lucas 





B FREE BOOK \7i22mc's7 


Victims of 


ASTHM 


FREE BOOK JUST OUT, reveals important 
information to victims of Bronchial Asthma. 

Se teard today for your FREE 
copy if you suffer from torturing attacks of coughing, chok- 
ing, wheezing and gasping for breath. Even if you consider 
your case ‘‘hopeless’’—get this FREE book. Send no money. 
M.L. Heymann, 76-G te Life Bidg., Indianapolis 4,ind. 





: BLACK 


STICK POMAD 


FOR YOUR HAIR 

NOT a dye—only purest 
ingredients, including Lano- 
lin. Touches up gray spots. Makes 
all types of hair easier to manage. 
Keeps hair edges neat and smooth. 
























Work in fabulous Se. America, The Islands, Africa, 
U. S. A., or other foreign countries. All Trades, 
Labor, Clerical, Drivers, Mechanics, Engi 
Many benefits. Tax-free earnings. Chance te travel. 
Fare paid if hired. Make and save a fortune. 
Application forms. Opportunities for women alse. 







ete. 














For free information Write Dept. 7 6 H 
NATIONAL EMPLOYMENT INFORMATION 
1020 4. 


, Newark, 





















20 for ‘3° 
- - — DRESSES 


ASSORTED in Silk, Weol, Cotton & Rayon 
ALL SIZES in Good Cendition 
BUT NO LESS THAN 20 DRESSES 
AT THIS BARGAIN PRICE 
so Om EAE NOT ATI a 
Soclecmiceaaaant aaa qbaveen, 
A TRIAL ORDER WiLL Magritte] you oF 
OUR WONDERFUL BARGAINS 








P®eeedeoeeeaaene se 


MAIL ORDER MART !99SACKETT ST. Doge 


B'KLYN 31 N.Y 
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THANK YOU 


I have been a constant reader of TAN for 
a long time, but this is my first letter to con- 
gratulate you for publishing such a wonderful 
magazine. 

I have just finished “From Park Avenue To 
Harlem,” November TAN, and enjeyed it very 
much. I also like your Pen Pal column. 

Pat Savannah 
Oakland 7, Calif. 


TAN is my best favored magazine. I espe- 
cially enjoyed “Stolen Weekend.” This should 
prove to the fellows that there are women like 
dear old mom, and we aren’t all bad. 

Sheldon A. Wolfe 
Hourna, La. 


I've just finished the November TAN and I 
think it was the most thrilling of all. Of course, 
I’m a constant reader of TAN and really enjoy 
all issues. “Forbidden Love” was terrific. TAN 


is just wonderful! 
Francis M. Ball 
Aliceville, Ala. 


A few weeks ago I was presented with a 
copy of TAN from an American soldier serv- 
ing in Korea. I enjoyed it so much. The stories 
were all quite good. Since reading it, I have 
tried to get further copies, but I am afraid to 
say I have not met with success. 

I have also written to a few Pen friends and 
received replies from a couple of them. I think 
your Pen Pal column is a good idea. 

J. C. Watkinson 
Korea 


TEEN TALK TERRIFIC 


I’ve just got a load of your column “TEEN 
TALK” in TAN. To be frank, I’ve never paid 
much attention to it before, but now I think 
it’s what we've been looking for. 

All the fellows up here on the “Stone” 
(Limestone A.F.B.) are a little ignorant on 
the new dances out, especially the Cha-Cha. 
Up here on the “Stone” we don’t have any 
knowledge what-so-ever of the outside world 
(namely civilization). In fact, we are still 
wearing the Pin-striped suits with four buttons 
and the belt in the back. 

We started a little writers club, it’s to get 
names out of the Pen Pal section and write 
and find out the latest poop, but we have had 
no response, so writing directly to you is our 
only hope of survival. 

The Fellows From Loring 
Yo A/2c Joe L. Laster 
AF16421969 

42D Operations Squadron 
Loring Air Force Base 
Limestone, Maine 


DISGUSTING TRAGEDY 


I have a comment to make against “I Found 
Tragedy In Romance.” I never read anything 
so disgusting in all my life. Of course, I do 
know love is a funny thing, but I’ve never seen 
it fail that everytime a Negro man gets in- 
volved with a female of the opposite race, it 
ends up in a scandal. 

I have nothing against Rita, but she was 
wrong from the very beginning because she 
knew Jimmy was married, and I have no re- 
spect for anyone who intrudes in a marriage. 

Virginia Johnson 
New Albany, Ind. 


I have just finished October TAN and “I 
Found Tragedy In Interracial Romance” 
touched me to my heart. Rita Malcolm cer- 
tainly has my sympathy. If people would let 
one live his or her own life there would be less 
lynching and killing between the Negro and 
whites. 

Genevieve killed her husband because she 
did not want him and no one else to have him, 
so hold your head up, Rita and ask God for 


help. 
Mrs. J. Williams 


San Francisco, Calif. 


I’ve been reading TAN for a long while now 
and was amazed to find such a plainly disgust- 
ing tale of immorality, as was written by Rita 
Malcolm. 

Granted, we are all human, and given to 

human faults, but this story was a little hard 
to digest. If she was trying to draw sympathy, 
she came to the wrong house. A caption in the 
story says she believes the U. S. isn’t ready for 
interracial marriage. How would she know? 
The furthest she got, was getting her “beloved 
Jimmy” killed before he was even free to 
marry. 
All I'd like to know is what does this story 
prove?—That you can’t find happiness being 
“mixed,” or that you get burned if you play 
with fire? The latter, of course, is true, but 
the “mixed” part is Bologna. I am white and 
my husband Negro. We have two lovely chil- 
dren and are as happy as the day we found 
each other. 

Please Oh Dear TAN, NO MORE STORIES 
LIKE HERS! Give me a sob story I can 
swallow. 

P. Copper 
Providence, R. I. 


I just recently became a reader of TAN and 
I thoroughly enjoy all the stories. However, 
after reading Rita Malcolm’s story, I felt I 
must write you. 

I too am a white woman, very much in love 
with a Negro. Because of several obstacles in 
our way, Tom decided it would be best for me 
if he went back to his hometown in a neigh- 
boring state. 

It was very hard for us to part, but we real- 
ized that interracial marriages are really han- 
dicapped in some communities. I love Tom 
with all my heart and only wish I could pick 
up the phone and hear his voice, but we had 
to make a clean cut of it all. When are people 


going to realize that when you love a n 
color and race mean nothing. Why can’t 
leave a couple to live a normal life instead 
treating them like outcasts? 

Yes, perhaps it is true that we should 
love each other, but I hope the day comes 
when a Negro and a white person in love ¢ 
marry, have children and live a normal 
without the feeling of doing something dis 
graceful. 

How do other mixed couples feel about this 
subject? Please do more stories of people ig” 
the same circumstances. 3 


M. , 
Niagara Falls, N. 


JEALOUS WOMAN 


I have just finished reading the Novemh 
issue and I really enjoyed every story, est 
cially “Jealous Woman” and “My Unforg 
table Sin.” The only fault I can find with T. 
is that your stories are too short and not near 


enough of them. 
Valree Ho 
Worth, W. 


GOSPEL SINGERS 


I enjoy reading TAN. Picked up a back 
sue the other day and there was one particul 
story which really caught my eye, that w 
“The Confessions Of A Gospel Singer.” | 
about time some one brought out the t 
concerning the majority of them. People 
too busy probing behind the scenes on ft 
blues singers when really the lowest mo 
are with those so-called gospel singers. 
difference between them and those in rhyt 
and blues is the blues singers are bold in 
they do while these gospel singers do 
dirt and hide their hand. 

They might fool themselves and some of th 
people, but they aren’t fooling God. More g 
pel singers should write their story, but I gue 
it’s best they don’t because no doubt it wo 
be too hot for the pages. 

Mary K. Je 


New York, N. ¥, 


DR. DADDY-O 


I haven’t been a regular reader of your 1 
azine, but after hearing about the story of Dr 
Daddy-O (Vernon Winslow) being in the Ma 
issue, I decided to purchase a copy, and ha 
been ever since. 

You did a terrific job on Dr. Daddy-O, 
though some of the main achievements to 
progress to the community were left out. 

All the stories are interesting and well 
ten. Keep up the good work. 

Dorothy Se 


New Orleans, 


LIKES ALBUM 


Although this is my first time writing 
about the stars, I think “TAN Album Of Stars 
was a great idea. You had my favorite st 
Harry Belafonte, in this past issue. I can 
his picture in my “Harry Belafonte Scrapbook. 

Gracie Colli 
New Bern, N. @ 





HEN THE BIBLICAL DANCER 

Salome loosed her terpsichorean 
charms on Herod Antipas, governor of 
Galilee, Herod was so overcome by the 
danseuse that he told her she could have 
anything she asked for. Salome asked 
for the head of John the Baptist. Despite 
John’s own objections, she got it. Thus 
Herod’s infatuation for Salome cost a 
man his life. 

Only slightly luckier than John the 
Baptist was the mighty Hebrew, Sam- 
son, who while drunk with the wine of 
love whispered to his mistress, Delilah, 
the secret of his great strength, which lay 
in his long, thick hair. Then Samson 
fell asleep. When he awoke, he had a 
crew cut and was weak as water. Delilah 
had done him dirty. 

Similarly, in ancient Egypt, the mili- 
tary genius Mark Antony fell under the 
spell of the beautiful adventuress Cleo- 
patra. When she tired of him, Cleopatra 
spread a rumor that she had taken her 


THE HIGH 


British boxer Randy Turpin was sued for 

$100,000 by American Adele Daniels, who 

charged him with rape and assault in 1953. 

He settled out of court for $3,500. Inset 
is his second wife, Gwyneth. 
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#1539 DRAGON LABY €Ex- 
citing...glamorous! Rayon 
and acetate crepe HAND- 
PAINTED with multi-color 
dragons. Mandarin collar. 
Fire Red, Ming Gold, White, 
Black. Sizes 32 to 38. $7.98 


#1524 “WINK AT ME” 
=> _‘ Dreamy matte jersey makes 
this blouse a must! Exotic 
mandarin collar. Biack Ice, 


#431 “SHIMMER SHEATH” Daring de- 
sign with slit — skin-tight sen- 
sational bustline. or Silver rayon 
metallic glitter cloth fully lined. Sizes 
10 to 18—Looks twice $238.98 


#450 “SHAPELY DRAPE” Stunning 
skin-slim sheath in rich rayon and ace- 
tate crepe. Draped bust, cummerbund 
waist. Turquoise, Red, Black. Sizes 
10 to 20. Only 


#310 “ROMANCE IN VIEW” Stunning 
acetate “‘Poult de Chrom” fabric in a 
long torso, figure-flatterer with full- 


#259 “HOLIDAY GLITTER” Exciting 
sheath, shaded from top to hem in 
three tones. Glittering jeweled em- 
broidery. Perky peg pockets. Luxurious 
rayon linen. In three tones of gray or 
red. Sizes 10 to 18 


#269 “OPENING NIGHT” Go-every- 
where date duster, full cut of firm, silky 
rayon faille with jeweled trim. Navy, 
Black, Beige-glow. Sizes 10 to 18. 

ale $10.98 


#253 “PERSIAN DIVERSION” Alluring, 
bust flattering criss-cross halter melts 
into skin-snug front panel and deepest 
rows of exotic fringe at sides. Stun- 
ning! Rayon and acetate tissue Faille 


Cruise White, Paris Pink. 
Sizes 32 to 38. Chic .$4.98 


=1536 MAMBO MADNESS 
Budget luxury! Piunge 
neck. French cuffs, jeweled 
links. Fine Acetate Skinner 
Satin in Black or Cloud 
White. Sizes 32 to 38. Daan 


21537 SKIRT MATE De- 
tachable Suspender Skirt. 
Torso flatterer' High-rise 
lines accent bust. Yarn- 
dyed acetate taffeta. Black, 
Red Flame, Royal Biuve. 
Sizes 10 to 18. Sale. $6.68 


skirt. Black, Powder Blue, “ Hol- crepe. Black, Turquoise, Red. | 
iday Green. Sizes 10 to 18... . $14.98 Sizes 10 to 18 #2755 “POPLIN POP-In” 

Crisp cotton ‘Slim-jim” 1- 
piece cover-ali, zipper 
front, stitched trim. 2 
pockets pius hanky pocket. 
Sizes 10 to 18. Red, Black 


SEND TEN CENTS FOR 
GLAMOUR-FASHION CATALOG 


=516 “OOUBLE DREAM” 
New! Reversible full-circle 
skirt in rayon and acetate 
sheaths! Trims waist, chromspun taffeta! Back — \ 
hips, tummy and zipper.. Black with Tur- . 
extra-long back quoise; Biack with Red. 
flattens buttocks. 6 Wear it either way. Sizes 1956 
garters; IMPORTED 10 to 18 9.98 


spiral boning. % bra, Shes cae Tt oe eee 


97 “CHORUS CURVE” 
100% Nylon Bra 
Sensation. Frederick’s 
unbeatable “Famous 
Four” features for 
comfort, uplift and 
fit. Foam cushioned 
under-cup, net top. 
White, Black. Sizes 
32 to 38, B-cup; 34 to 
40, C. Only $3.50 


#163 “CURVE CAPTURE” 
Same bra, fully 

padded for the small 
bust. Black or White. with leno elastic. 
Size 32 to 36, Aor B White, 32 to 38, B; 
cups. Just $3.50 34 to 40, C. $7.95 


#92 “LITTLE DIPPER” 
A must under new 
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redericks OF HOLLYWOOD 


5430 HOLLYWOOD BOULEVARD e HOLLYWOOD 27. CALIFORNIA 
Hellywoed Bound? Make Frederick's retail store your first stop. 


rederickse neLLYwoee 
| 5430 Nellyweed Bivd. 
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own life. The news reached Antony, 
who immediately sought to follow her in 
suicide and fell upon his sword, only to 
learn too late that cunning Cleo still 
lived. Antony died in her arms. 

And as late as 1954, a Cuban baseball 
player named Orestes (Minnie) Minoso 
got the message from a Chicago waitress, 
Barbara Swader. The Minoso side had 
been retired with one hit, one run, one 
heir, the pretty young scorekeeper 
claimed. Faced with a $250,000 lawsuit, 
Minnie married the girl, then divorced 
her, and has since been engulfed in child 
support litigation. 

Thus throughout history, man, collec- 
tively and individually, has found the 
high cost of loving to embrace and ex- 
ceed such luxuries as Cadillacs and dia- 
monds, and to make the disasters 
wrought by flood, storm and earthquake 
seem cheap by comparison. 

But despite history’s warnings, men 
and women still find the art of love an 


unexcelled year-round sport. Some prac- 
titioners, in fact, like boxer Randy Tur- 
pin, Britain’s gift to the middleweight 
division, seem to thrive upon the brou- 
haha’s resulting from love’s magic spell. 
In June, 1953, Turpin was divorced by 
his wife, Mrs. Mary Theresa Turpin, on 
grounds of cruelty. But by November 
of the same year he was apparently back 
in circulation. He was, at least, accord- 
ing to English constable Frank Valen- 
tine. Valentine named Turpin as co- 
respondent in a divorce suit against his 
wife, Mrs. Pamela Eunice Valentine, who 
had acted for a time as secretary at one 
of Turpin’s training camps. 

Seemingly inspired by this notoriety, 
Turpin went on the following week to 
engage in a hassle with a pretty New 
Yorker named Adele Daniels who, claim- 
ing Turpin beat and kicked her in her 
Riverside apartment, slapped a $100,000 
damage suit against the boxer. In rank 
contempt, Turpin sailed to England 


COST OF LOVING 


Lilo Rentsch of Germany had a mail- 

order romance with Indianapolis business- 

man Denver Ferguson (inset). They were 

married in the United States. Soon honey- 
moon ended, next: divorce. 


When Martha Braun (lower right) de- 
cided that female competition was too 
keen for the affections of singer Billy 
Daniels, she sued for divorce. Daniels’ third 
wife is Perrette Cameron (inset). 


where, the week after Miss Daniels filed 
suit, he was married to a newcomer to 
the act, 27-year-old Welsh farm girl 
Gwyneth Price. Even those who did not 
admire Turpin’s manner with women 
had to at least admit he was certainly a 
glutten for punishment. The cost of all 
this amorous activity: Turpin appeared 
in poor condition for his title fight with 
Bobo Olson, was soundly thrashed, got 
a poor press, and has since sank into 
fistic oblivion as far as American fight 
fans are concerned. 

This high cost of loving has, more 
often than not, touched the nation’s best- 
known celebrities. One of those to feel 
it in the pocketbook was singer Billy 
Daniels, who wooed and won white so- 
cialite Martha Braun. Miss Braun found 
out later that Billy’s charm seemed to be 
winning and wooing other women—most 
of those who heard him sing. According 
to Miss Braun, her husband was pursued 
by blondes, (Continued on Page 31) 


Chicago White Sox star Minnie Minoso 
was named father of child by Barbara 
Swader (inset). She sued for $250,000, 
but accepted marriage. After divorce, she 

sued again. 17 











I am 19 years old, female and a junior in 
college. I am taking a course in school which 
I feel will help me very much if I could cor- 
respond with some young men and women 
throughout the country who will inform me 
of their various activities in their particular 
localities. 

Marguerita Washington 
1527 East 11th Street 
Kansas City, Mo. 


I would like to correspond with some boy 
between the ages of 17 and 21. I’m 16 and 
have black hair, brown eyes, tan skin. I’m 
5’7%" tall. I live in a quiet section of New 
Bedford and I’m always home and it’s quite 
lonely. I like to sing and dance. Will be happy 
to exchange photos. 

Dolores Fonseca 
181-Bay Village 
New Bedford, Mass. 


I am a lonesome sailor stationed in the Ori- 
ent. I would like to hear from some of your 
female readers. I’m 22 and come from the 
good ol’ Midwest. My favorite hobby is danc- 
ing and in my spare time I like to play my 
bongos. 

Cecil Steward 
Fasron Eleven 
Yo Fleet Post Office 
San Francisco, Calif. 


I am interested in exchanging letters both 
boys and girls between the ages of 15 and 20. 
I am 15, have black hair, light brown com- 
plexion and a high school senior. 

Myrtly A. Ricard 
1005% Asprey St. 
Baton Rouge, La. 


We are a couple of young women who would 
like to hear from gentlemen 27-40, tall and 
dark. We promise to answer all letters received. 

Bertha Johnson 


an 

Mary L. Henderson 
208 24th Street 
Denver, Colorado 


“T am 15, 5/144” tall, have brown hair (long) 
and brown eyes, weight 101 lbs. My hobbies 
are dancing and skating. Will exchange photos. 

Patricia Murray 
1055—4th Street 
Brandon, Manitoba 
Canada 


I would like very much to be included in 
your Pen Pal column. I would like to receive 
mail from both the U. S. and foreign countries. 
[ am 57” tall, medium brown and my age is 19. 
Will be happy to exchange photos. 

Gloria Hollowell 
1518 Booth Street 
Toledo 8, Ohio 


I would like to hear from young men be- 
tween the ages of 16-20. I’m 15, 5/14” tall 
and weigh 119 Ibs. I will gladly answer all 
letters and exchange photos. 

Frances Barner 
299 Humboldt Pkwy. 
Buffalo 8, N. Y. 

I would be very thrilled to have a few girls 
from the U. S. A. write me. I seldom get over- 
seas mail. | am 6’ tall, 24 years old and a high 
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PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


school graduate. 
Sy Lee 
Enfield P. O. 
St. Mary 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I would like to correspond with a nice Cau- 
casian man between the ages of 20 and 27. I 
am 20 years of age, 5/1”, weigh 110 lbs. and 
considered nice looking. 

Pat Savannah 
829—20th Street 
Oakland, Calif. 


I was never very good at sports, but your 
one article on lady wrestlers gave me an idea. 
I would like to hear from anyone who would 
be interested in helping form an amateur in- 
terracial wrestling club for the purpose of stag- 
ing honest wrestling matches. 

Being a member of the white race, I’m sure 
an honest contest between myself and a Negro 
my weight would be of more interest to club 
members than those corny TV matches. I am 
of Polish descent, 5’6” and weigh 150 lbs. I 
am 24 years of age. 

George Dombrowski 
449 West 47th St. 
New York, N. Y. 

Wanted: Pen Pals from all over the world. 
Description: Long. short, fat or lanky. Sex: 
Male or female. Race: Really doesn’t matter 
as long as you can write. Age: 18-108. 

Edna Franklin 
724 E. Breckinridge St. 
Louisville 3, Ky. 

Being an ardent reader of TAN, I am hereby 
making a request for Pen Pals through the 
page you have so thoughtfully reserved for 
that most important subject. 

I would like to get letters from boys and 
girls, men and women from all over the 
U. S. A., especially California and Las Vegas. 
I am also including the name of'a friend who 
would like to receive mail too. Her name is: 
Willie Mae Springer, 5 Barrett Street, Spanish 
Town, Jamaica, B. W. I. 

Cora Lee Brown 
5 Barrett Street 

Spanish Town 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 

Just finished the November TAN and en- 
joyed all stories. In looking over your Pen Pal 
column, decided I too would like to be in- 
cluded. 

I’m 24, rather nice looking. Am taking nurs- 
ing through mail. Love reading and writing. 
Would like to hear from men between the ages 
of 24-35. 

Lillie Mae Reed 
Tallevast, Fla. 


I especially enjoy your Pen Pal column in 
TAN and would like to be included. I would 
like to receive mail from all 48 states and for- 
eign countries. 

Melva Jean Jones 
3213 N. 13th Street 
Oklahoma City, Okla. 


I’m a nurse who is interested in correspond- 
ing with doctors between the ages of 25-42. I 
am 22 years of age. 

Geraldine Foxx 
Siler City, N. C. 


A schoolgirl, age 18 would like to corre. 
spond with male and female between the ages 
of 17 and 26 from the U. S. A. All correspond. 
ence will be answered. 

Raphne Blackburn 


6 William Street 
Passmore Town 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W_], 


I am a Jamaican woman who is interested 
in corresponding with both sexes between the 
ages of 40-45 from the U.S.A. and other coun- 
tries. 

Leanoria Biggs 

6 William Street 
Passmole Town 

Kingston, Jamaica, B.W]. 


I am interested in becoming a member of 
your Pen Pal Club. I would like to have new 
friends, and am interested in corresponding 
with either male or female between the ages 


of 16-17. 
Sherri J. Craddolph 
P. O. Box 50 
Gallipolis, Ohio 


I am 18 years old, 5’2%” and weigh 110 lbs. 

I am a freshman in college majoring in social 

science. I would like to correspond with peo- 

ple living in Canada, Jamaica and Africa. My 

hobbies are collecting poetry, dancing and 

reading (especially TAN). All letters will be 
answered. 

Daisy Coleman 

Barber-Scotia College 

Concord, N. C. 


I am 16, 5’6%”, female and have light com- 
plexion. I am quite lonely as all my friends 
have moved from around the community where 
I live. I would like to receive mail from both 
sex between the ages of 17-21. Will exchange 


photos. 
Viola Marie Baker 
P. O. Box 39 
Lamont, Miss. 


I’m a young man, 20 years old and my hobby 
is writing. I would like to correspond with 
nice young ladies between the ages of 18-20. 
I enjoy dancing, sports and travelling. All let- 
ters will be answered. 

Pfc. Wm. Lloyd 


# 1482233 

H-3-7, Ist Mar. Div. 
FMF McB Camp 
Pendleton, Calif. 


I'm desirous of having Pen Pals. Please 


write: 
Glorious A. Gaff 
410 East Easton 
Tulsa, Okla 


I am English, 23 years old, 5’10” and weigh 
158 lbs. Have fresh complexion, blue eyes, fair 
wavy hair. I would like to receive mail from 
the opposite sex. I will answer all mail re- 


ceived without fail. 
Cpl. J. C. Watkinson 
22265808 
“O” Troop 
Ist Commonwealth Division 
Independent Signal Sad. 
British Army Post Office 3 
Korea 
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By Gerri Major 


EAR GERRI: 

I am both thrilled and apprehen- 
sive. Will you help me? For my wedding 
trip, my husband is taking me to Haiti, 
and we have letters of introduction to 
the President and the American Ambas- 
sador. What is the correct way to ad- 
dress them, and what should we wear 
when we call on them? 

Sue Holbrook, Miami, Fla. 
Dear Sue: 

You are headed for a wonderful hon- 
eymoon, and a few, easy-to-remember 
rules will remove your fears. Although 
you have letters of introduction, when 
you arrive in Haiti, write or telephone 
the social secretaries of President Mag- 
loire and Ambassador Davis, requesting 
an appointment. Tell them you have let- 
ters of introduction and name the person 
from whom you received them. 

A letter addressed to the President 
should read “The President”, and if 
your letter includes his wife, “The Presi- 
dent and Mrs. Magloire”. The formal be- 
ginning is “Sir”, the close “Most re- 
spectfully yours”. When speaking to the 
President, address him as “Mr. Presi- 
dent” and occasionally as “Sir”. His 
wife should be called “Mrs. Magloire” 
or “Madam”. For the Ambassador, ad- 
dress your letter to “His Excellency, The 
American .Ambassador (and Mrs. Da- 
vis), the American Embassy. In conver- 
sation he should be called “Your Excel- 
lency” or “Mr. Ambassador”, and Mrs. 
Davis, “Mrs. (Continued on Page 76) 


How Alabama Home-Maker 


Made Spare Vite Pay-off EG! 


In Montgomery, they’ll tell you 
Mrs. Alice Blake and her family 


are really sitting pretty. 
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But it was not always that way. Not so long ago, 
the Blakes were plagued with bad times and money 
troubles. The future looked black. But let Mrs. 
Blake explain how she solved her problem .. . 





HERE IT IS PAY-DAY 
AGAIN AND WE JUST 


THIS LUCKY HEART AD 
LOOKS INTERESTING! 
IT SAYS | CAN TURN 

SPARE TIME INTO 
READY CASH. 
THINK (‘LL LOOK 














Lucky Heart People showed me just how to 
get started. As a 1 d and respected 
Lucky Heart Representative, | simply made 
friendly calls, and took orders for all the ex- 
clusive quality Lucky Heart Cosmetics my 
friends, neighbors and relatives need and 
use in their homes every day!" 






















FOR THE ORDER | JUST MADE A 
MRS. CRANE— ¢ nown PAYMENT 
AND I'LL CALLON) on THar NEW 
TOMORROW. / Lucky HEART 
EARNINGS SURE 
SAVED OUR 


















"Now, | often earn $65 

easily in my spore 
hours. The extra money 
has changed my whole 
life and enabled me 
and my family to en- 
joy a Better Way of 
life. So toke my ad- 
vice. Become ao Lucky 
Heart Representative. 
Mail the coupon now 
for full facts and Lucky 
Heart's FREE Disploy 
Case Offer.” 





ra Ulice Blake 














ucky 


Dept. 28 , Memphis 2, Tenn. 





DISPLAY CASE OFFER! o-;- 
4; 
With fine selec- y2@,- ° ay 
tion of full-size, ek... 4 &/ 
beautifully pack- Tey4 ++." 
a 






aged Lucky Heart Zs 
Cosmetics. 

LUCKY HEART = 
Dept. 28, Memphis 2, Tenn. 
7 LUCKY HEART, Dept. 28 , 1 
400 Mulberry St., Memphis 2, Tenn. 

Yes, I want to make my spare time pay- 

off like Mrs. Alice Blake did. Rush me 
complete information and FREE Dis- 
play Case Offer. 
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Hair Beauty 


There’s a special reason why this “rich” 
hair dressing pomade makes your hair 
more attractive all day long... with that 


extra lustre and glamofous fragrance . . . 
So soft, so smooth, so radiantly lovely! 


For Your Money 


Pf Acx% 


The ele 
jar at the price... T5e 45¢ 


DIXIE 
PEACH 


HAIR DRESSING POMADE 
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James Goodrich 


Fae HORNE currently is finding a 
recent switch in record labels to her 
favor. 

While on MGM for several years in 
the past, the fascinating song star never 
made a hit recording. But now switched 
to RCA Victor only since last year, she 
already has come up with two big sellers 
for the diskery. The two: Love Me Or 
Leave Me and It’s All Right With Me. 

Lena’s hit records are musically as 
good as they have been commercially 
successful. When reviewed by Variety, 
her version of the oldie Love Me got the 
show business magazine’s nod as “one of 
the 1955’s top quality slices.” She is no 
less effective on the newie All Right, a 
Cole Porter tune from the Can Can 
musical score. 

As Lena is sounding on records today, 
she presents vocals differently than what 
she used to do. Formerly she made re- 
cordings with songs out of her night club 
act which were designed primarily for 
visual appeal. Now she has reversed 
that pattern and is waxing tunes planned 
principally to attract as vocals alone. 

With her new style for making discs, 
Lena is accomplishing something she 
could never effect as a record artist in 
yesteryears: get over on wax that seduc- 
tive yet sophisticated sound which has 
made her night club singing an enchant- 
ing feature in smart bistros across the 


U. S. Her fans of long standing undoubt 
edly are thrilled with the way she is re 
cording these days. 

For Lena, her new success on records 
is an odd thing. She has shown littl 
interest in the recording side of he 
career and never indicated she wanted 
to become big as a disc performer. More: 
over she had not made a record for six 
years before signing on with Victor. 

Lena hints that she stayed away from 
recording work for the long period be 
cause she was not satisfied with her 
earlier releases. “Before,” she has said, 
“some of the records I made were not 
good. Some were only kind of good. | 
really don’t care for most of them. Ther, 
either I was with a company that didn’ 
impress anyone or my records were in 
albums when albums didn’t sell.” 

Lena has recorded for at least three 
record companies over her career. In 
her own opinion, her best recordings up 
to the recent Victor sides were some 
things she cut on the Black and White 
label about a decade ago. Among them: 
My Man’s Gone and It’s A Rainy Day. 
One or two of the sides reportedly are 
being bootlegged in the record market 
now that Lena is a hot item on the platter 
parade. 

While Lena is going strong on records 
today, she nonetheless says she never e™ 
pects to hit the (Continued on Page 16) 
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TEEN 
ALK 


HAT IS SEX? The sensible an- 
swer is, of course, that sex is a lot 
of things, for sex is like life; you can’t 
define it in one word. It’s composed of 
many things besides the merely physical. 
Not that I’m overlooking the physical 
side of sex, but I think too much empha- 
sis has been placed on “cheese cake” and 
yoluptuous bust measurements. Sex is a 
great deal more than that, and it is im- 
portant that young people, who often 
find it difficult to obtain reliable sex in- 
formation, know the true facts. 

Too many teen-agers receive distorted 
facts on sex from ignorant friends or 
people whose attitudes toward sex are 
abnormal. Consequently sex becomes 
something that is shameful, or a subject 
that “nice” people don’t talk about. 

Such ideas are completely false, and 
people are beginning to realize that a 
sound knowledge and a healthy attitude 
toward sex and body functions are im- 
portant to a happy, well-adjusted life. 
It’s only natural that you know, because 
your attitudes and actions concerning 
this subject are going to influence not 
only your own life, but those of other 
people. The sex drive, if properly di- 
rected, can add happiness and pleasure 
to life; if mistakenly used, it can bring 
a great deal of trouble and unhappiness 
to you and your loved ones. For a better 
explanation, let’s discuss sex in four of 
its most important aspects. 

First, sex is a powerful drive urging 
an individual on to action and accom- 
plishment. Like many important sub- 
jects, everyone doesn’t agree on its role 
in our lives. Some people who have de- 
voted a great deal of study to it believe 
that sex is the strongest of all the drives 
which spur us to action, to work and 
play. Whether it is the strongest of all 
drives or not, we do know that the 
urge is powerful, and that it greatly in- 
fluences our lives. If we have the proper 
understanding and wholesome point of 














By Jane Walters 





view, its influence will be toward a 
richer, happier living. 

Second, sex is one of the strong 
urges which interests men and women in 
each other. Of course, there are other 
interests as well, for boys and girls enjoy 
working, talking, and having fun to- 
gether, activities in which sex is not di- 
rectly involved. Nevertheless, a part of 
the strong bond of attraction which men 
and women feel for each other is based 
upon this impulse, and this is also true 
of boy-girl friendships. 

Third, sex is both physical and emo- 
tional in nature. The best example of 
this is found ‘in marriage. Here the 
physical relationship also becomes an 
emotional relationship through which a 
husband and wife are able to express 
their affection for one another. The full- 
est satisfaction in sex can be experienced 
only when it is associated with love, loy- 
alty, and appreciation of one’s partner. 

In marriage, sex is the foundation for 
the development of family life. Every 
individual has had his origin in a sexual 
union between a man and a woman. So 
sex has an extremely important part to 
play in marriage, for the love which a 
husband and a wife feel for each other 
usually leads them to desire to create a 
new life to which each contributes a part 
of himself. This is the most important 
role which sex can play. 

This leads to the fourth characteristic, 
which is not so important to the indi- 
vidual, but is very important to society. 
Sex insures the continuance of life from 
one generation to another. Through the 
process of reproduction the life and char- 
acteristics of past generations are passed 
on to new generations. Every individual 
inherits certain biological characteristics 
from his parents and lives in the kind of 
home life they have created for him. In 
turn he passes on certain biological traits 
and provides a home for his children. 


In conclu- (Continued on Page 75) 







Be Beautiful — 
with a lovelier, lighter skin! 


You can have lovelier, lighter skin 
with Stillman's Freckle Cream. This 
excellent cream lightens your skin 
and brings out its own rich beauty. 
Millions of jars have been sold to 
satisfied women in 60 countries all 
over the world. Stillman's brightens 
and lightens the skin—makes you 
look younger and more beautiful. 
Ask your druggist for a jar today 
and help yourself to beauty. 


Send for our illustrated booklet in 
color, "Be Beautiful.” it's free! 


THE STILLMAN CO. 


Box 32, Aurora, Ill. 














A Soothing Dressing - 

BURNS ¢ CHAFE ¢ 
MINOR CUTS « 

Skin Irritations ... 


Helps 
Heal 


FRUISTS 
“us 256 











SEX HARMONY 


Written by a doctor, this informative 
booklet reveals true facts on marital 
relations, love zones, technique of mak- 
ing love, and the control of premature 
male climax. Explains how husband 
and wife can enjoy perfect mutual 
satisfaction. Only 50¢. Order today. 


MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 
$3 


FRANKWELL CO., P. O. BOX 120 ' 
| “Main Office, Union City, N. J. 

l Enclosed is 50¢. Send booklet *‘A Doctor Discusses | 
| Sex Harmony,’ by sealed first class mail, on 10 day 
j money back guarantee. | am over 2! yeors of age. 


a State ion 
Copyright © 1955 Frankwell Co] 
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REFORM 
SbH00I 


They called it a school. 
They said it was just like 
home. It was—if you 


were born in jail! 


Stet <a 


HANDOUT e 


FON MY BUNK, my body tens- 
at every little sound that drifted 

‘cell. Sleep was impossible. Even 
nerves had been steel, like the bars 
y tiny window, I could not have 
Feasy. So I lay there, twisting and 
ie and wondering if my message 
piten through. 

y now and then I could hear the 





‘the hundredth time since I did-it, 
-ked myself why? It was a daring 
' that might have gone wrong at any 
of a dozen points. But somehow I 
to take that chance, even though it 
ht mean the end of my hopes for 
edom. 

Now, all I could do was wait until 
orrow and see what happened when 
» parole board made its visit. And for 
“ine reason I didn’t understand, my 
ioughts kept going back to when it all 
‘tarted—to my arrest as a “delinquent” 
.. the failure (Continued on Page 51) 

















His idea of a big evening was to sit 
in his car and watch the planes take 
off and land. That and pet! 


EMOTAL 





| 


His was an old argument: He was going away to the Air 


Force. He’d be gone a long time. He’d be lonely. Couldn’t 
she, just this once, go all the way? . . . The argument 


sounded logical, and this was her Temptation . . . 


T’S AWFULLY easy 
for a teen-age girl to figure that if 
her folks have let her down and just don’t 
care what she does—well, then she doesn’t owe 
them anything. And if you don’t owe anybody anything, 
you're a free agent. You can do what you want and since 
nobody cares, who’s hurt? 

That’s the way a lot of kids figure it. That’s the way I felt. 
That’s why I said yes to Jack that night. Yes! I'd go to his 
folks’ lake cabin for the week-end with him. Just us two! I 
said yes finally because it was that or nothing. And Jack 
was all I had. .. . And because I thought of myself as 
the kind of girl a boy like Jack Cantrell would ex- 
pect to give in—ahead of marriage, I mean... . 

But it hadn’t always been like that. 
Up until the time I was 


sixteen I was all right. 
I had everything then, all the things 
that really matter to a girl. I had a Mom and 
Dad who loved me—and each other. We lived in an 
old white house on Elm Street near everyone else in my 
crowd—and where my gang was always welcome for cokes 
and television and records. We were just like everyone else 
with Dad bawling me out when my grades weren’t good enough 
and Mom fussing at me all the time about where I was going 
and when I’d be back and how I wasn’t getting enough sleep. 
They cared! That was the biggest thing I had then, and 
that was the one thing of all the things I lost that mat- 
tered the most. 
It was when I was sixteen that my whole, happy 
secure little world crashed down around 
me. It began with a 


woman Mom and I had 
never heard of before claiming her 
baby was my father’s. There was my Mom’s 
cold, hard fury that changed her forever from the 
Mom I'd always known. There was all the horrible 
gossip and whispers, and somewhere during the hideous, 
unreal nightmare Dad and the woman left town. And Mom 
and I moved over by the tracks into a small dingy apartment 
over a tavern. For me it was just like they’d both died—the 
two parents I’d had. Dad gone and Mom—well, it’s an awful 
thing to say about your own mother, but Mom had turned 
cheap and wild and was drinking more and more. And 
just not caring about me at all! It seemed like | 
went through the days and weeks and months 
feeling ashamed all the time. 
(Continued on Page 73) 








— OME WOMEN YEARN for the love 
f a good man, others dream all 
lives of having a nice home, and 

| others give their all for jewels or a 

k coat. I was different. What I 
—and wasn’t too particular 

[ got it—was a Cadillac, that well- 

wn car that’s called everything from 


f 


nted most 


at” to a “whale-tail.” 

Having an ambition like that can re- 
in a pretty one-sided view of life, 
don’t think I wasn’t aware how 

visted my perspective was. And for a 
ian to attain such a goal can mean 
ig things she'll later regret, things 

t can ruin her reputation, her whole 
ire. But I didn’t care—until almost 

late. 
My older brother, Teddy, was a bug 
cars and I guess some of it rubbed 
f on me. As a teen-ager, I had loved 
reeze around town in patched-up ja- 
es and souped-up hot rods owned by 
fellows I'd grown up with. When- 

we passed a shiny new car or hap- 
ed to park next to one at the drive-in 
iter, we'd admire it, but most of the 

s were mighty proud of the heaps we 
riding in. 

Not me. From the day the “fish tail” 
illac came on the market, I fell in 
with the easy-riding luxury it repre- 

nted. I begged my father to buy one 
the family, not knowing or caring 

t such a fancy car was not meant for 

linary families like ours. 

\long about this time I .became an 
"is Jacquet fan. One day, in a Negro 

azine, | saw a picture of his beautiful 
Barbara, standing beside their Cad- 

! almost flipped! I thought, “Oh, 
ould be as lucky as Barbara Jac- 

That would have been the living 
But I was day-dreaming . . . 


CADILLAC 
CRAZY 


We never got a Cadillac, but I prom- 
ised myself that some day, somehow, | 
would own the biggest, most expensive 
model made. I thought of all this as I 
luxuriously stretched out in my bed, feel- 
ing too content and too lazy to open my 
eyes to the late morning sun. I had 
nothing to do, no place to go—not even 
anything to wish for, because now I had 
my Cadillac. .. . 

“Meowr, meowr.” 

A fluffy paw, with claws sheathed, ran 
along my bare shoulder. I tried to pull 
the sheet up around my chin, but the 
purring continued. | had long gotten 
past the stage where I let an alarm clock 
bother me, only now I had a substitute— 
a blue-green Persian cat who wanted to 
be fed or played with at the darndest 
hours. 

I raised myself up against the white 
leather headboard. For a brief moment 
I felt as if a heavy brick was resting on 
my forehead. Last night with Phil... 
little by little memory began to return. 
He had come in about midnight with a 
bottle. I didn’t have to look to know 
that it would be standing on the night 
table—empty. 

Cautiously, I opened my eyes. Phil’s 
jacket was draped across the back of a 
chair. I stared at the sharp plaid for a 
moment, trying to bring my mind into 
focus. All 


night of wild, hurried passion. . . . 


was a 
But 


Phil never let himself go completely— 


I could remember 


underneath, he was the careful business- 
man to the very end. His neatly folded 
jacket proved that Phil figured out things 
in advance. I felt almost ashamed as | 
looked down beside the bed—my slip 
and stockings were tangled with my 


pumps. 


I grabbed (Continued on Page 65) 



































































SHE DIDN’T CARE ABOUT NICE 


HOMES, JEWELS OR MINK. WHAT SHE WANTED 
MOST WAS A CADILLAC ... AND SHE WAS WILLING 
TO DO ANYTHING TO GET IT! 




















Along about this time I became an IIli- 
nois Jacquet fan. One day, in a Negro 
magazine, | saw a picture of his beau- 
tiful wife, Barbara, standing beside 
their Cadillac. 1 almost flipped! 








—e 


7 btn ~*~ Ser 


A dark-skinned girl can find life a frustrating ines oa 


she wants to make a problem out of it. But if she’s really 
truthful with herself, she knows she can’t really bine ne color 


her failures in career and romance. 






Before she quit show business for religion, Joyce 
Bryant proved dark-skinned girls can be both 
beautiful and successful. A sexy-looking, tight- 
gowned song-belter (r.), Miss Bryant earned six- 
figure annual salary. Above, she chats with band- 
leader,-Harry James. 


IKE THE RAGGED little hen that 
wanted to be a multi-splendored pea: 

cock, a dark-skinned girl can find life a 
frustrating thing. But the hen can lay a 
mighty fine breakfast egg: the peacock 
can not. Similarly, the dark-skinned gir! 
should concentrate on her talents, not on 
her color, the value of which, after all, 
‘is only a matter of individual opinion. 

But like all grownups who sometimes 
recall childhood rhymes, the girl with 
the ebony-hued skin is likely to remeni- 
ber the strictly racial jingle that goes: 
If you're white, you’re right; 
If you're yellow, you’re mellow; 
If you’re brown, you can stick around: 
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Mary Lou Williams is probably best of all 

female jazz pianists. Like other stars, she 

has regarded her exterior as “being com- 

pletely transparent,” never lets anyone be- 

lieve that she thinks she’s different because 
she’s dark. 


a 


If you’re black, get back. 

Aspects of the jingle lap over into 
other literary efforts, too, although not 
deliberately. Beauty-aid advertisements 
hail creams that will give you “a lighter, 
creamier, lovelier complexion,” and a 
best-selling novel may wheeze: “Per- 
tunia’s high, white breasts heaved pas- 
sionately as Beauregard pressed his lips 
violently against hers.” Pretty soon, the 
zirl with the color complex is likely to 
feel that unless she has a lighter, cream- 
ier, lovelier complexion and high, white 
heaving breasts, she may as well go 
bury her head in a convent. 

Before trying head-burying as a solu- 


tion, however, dark-skinned girls may 
look to one of their own for sound ad- 
vice. Practically an expert on the effects 
of color is songstress Sarah Vaughan, 
who worked her way into the six-figure- 
a-year salary bracket after disturbing ex- 
periences with prejudice. But, says Miss 
Vaughan, “Dark girls can make it, too.” 

After going through the childhood em- 
barrassments of name-calling and being 
faced with the usual occupational hur- 
dles, the singer was well on her way to 
fame the night she made her debut at the 
giant Chicago Theater several years ago. 
She was being introduced by TV per- 


sonality Dave Garroway, then a disc 


Another popular dark-skinned entertainer 
is singer Dinah Washington. Her fans are 
legion, her records frequently best-sellers. 
In accompanying article, the writer says: 
“Few men specify that the girl of their 
dreams should be of a particular hue.” 





jockey, who intoned: 

“Only once in each generation comes 
a voice like this, one artist who brings 
a new approach, a new way of communi- 
cating the emotions that stir every 
Pee 

As Sarah herself best describes what 
later turned into an extremely unhappy 
occasion: 

“His words died out in my hearing as 
my mind swept back over the years of 
struggling to prove that black is no 
handicap, that beauty is no indication 
of talent . . . As Garroway kept talking 
about me out there, I saw myself riding 
the crescendo of a mighty melody that 
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swept me over the swirling, angry tones 
of racial hatreds. I was waiting to go 
before an audience of 4,000 persons— 
people who would appreciate me for 
what I was; people to whom black was 
no barrier to ability. 

“Here was a new world ...I ran 
on stage . . . The applause was a great 
wave of sound as I made a curtsy to 
Dave and then flung out my arms to the 
audience. I was aglow with love for 
every person in it . . . Tonight I was 
the Light, the rest of the world repre- 
sented darkness. I felt like a vibrant, 
spiritual being as I stood before my un- 
seen audience. Then, without warning, 
an object whizzed across the whiteness 
of the spotlight and smashed against my 
temple. It staggered me. I almost tum- 
bled to the floor. 

“Looking down unbelievably, I saw a 
crimson stain slowly spreading across 
my white gown. In horror, I felt as if 
I had been wounded by a bullet, although 
there was no pain except the sharp sting 
of that first impact against my head. I 
let my finger touch the dripping red 
stuff. It came away, and I saw what it 
was. Not blood, but the juice of an over- 
ripe tomato.” 

Sarah was then bombarded with ob- 
jects from hoodlums who fled when the 
theater lights and alarms went on. She 
dashed into the wings, crying, while 
Garroway rushed to the microphone to 
make a bitter speech. 

“Yes,” he said, “now you know. Now 
you have seen in capsule form the hate 
that pours poison into the heart of 
America. It started the last war, and 
even now it’s starting the next. Last 
night, a bunch of hoodlums stormed the 
stage door, shouting, ‘We'll show you 
you can’t hire niggers.’ Today, they 
stop you from enjoying a great artist. 
Tomorrow, if you don’t halt them, hate 
like this, magnified into war, will kill 
you and your children, too.” 

From off in the audience a chant 
started, growing louder by seconds: 

“We want Sarah! We want Sarah!” 

Sarah came back onstage, flanked by 
Garroway and four of the city’s top disc 
jockeys who were on the same bill, and 
went on to score a magnificent Chicago 
triumph. She has since become one of 
the few Negro singers to ascend the 
peak of fame as a pop singer; that is, 
outside the strictly racial realm of 
rhythm and blues. 

For many others, as for Sarah 


30 


Vaughan, color has proved only slight 
hindrance to artistic achievement. One 
of the best loved and most widely known 
singing stylists of the day is dark-skinned 
Pearl Bailey, who has found fame in 
night clubs, on Broadway and television 
and in the movies. Similarly, the at- 
tainment of public acclaim is not re- 
stricted to the more popular fields for 
Negroes. Leontyne Price gave a historic 
performance in the lead role of the NBC- 
TV Opera production of Tosca last year 
with an otherwise all-white cast, and 
ballerina Janet Collins has made her 
mark in the classical dance. 

For the hard-to-convince color-con- 
scious girl who still feels that any 
achievement in the field of entertainment 
is an exception and is not to be con- 
fused with a rule, there is the example 
of the late, beloved educator Mary Mc- 
Leod Bethune, founder of Bethune- 
Cookman College. A woman of many 
superior qualities, Mrs. Bethune was 
never accused of either beauty or “pass- 
ing,” yet she became one of the world’s 
most famous women. Another woman 
outside the field of entertainment who 
has not been blinded by either her looks 
or color in her endeavors is Chicago at- 
torney Edith Sampson, who as a U. S. 
alternate delegate to the UN sat in the 
great councils of the world with the 
molders of the future. 

Thus brains, talent, personality and 
intestinal fortitude, not color, rank as 
the key words to success. 

And as color is no definer of ability, 
neither is it the hallmark of beauty. For 
the classically African-sculptured face of 
onetime sexy night club chanteuse Joyce 
Bryant, whose dark complexion will per- 
mit no such subtle descriptions as tan, 
cinnamon-colored or milk chocolate, has 
been widely acclaimed as one of the 
world’s five most beautiful Negro wom- 
en. It may be noted also that only one 
of the other four is very light-skinned. 

If beauty is not a condition of color, 
then, it follows logically that neither is 
romantic opportunity. Miss Bryant, for 
instance, before giving up night club 
work to enter missionary service for the 
Seventh-Day Adventist church, was 
courted by plain Joes and millionaires. 

Perhaps an even more outstanding 
case in point as to the romantic poten- 
tialities of dark-skinned girls is blues 
chirper Dinah Washington, who, al- 
though not having had the extra-added 
attraction of being dubbed one of the 


world’s five most beautiful women, 
nevertheless is distinguished by having 
acquired five husbands. And while one 
long, successful marriage may be con. 
sidered a greater mark of distinction 
than five broken ones, few will argue 
that Miss Washington has not attracted 
more than her share of males willing 
to gamble at the altar. The average girl 
is likely to settle for one proposal of 
marriage, and even the real choosy type 
is not inclined to push her luck past a 
third proposal by supposing there will 
ever be a fourth. 

More specifically, however, thousands 
of dark-skinned women each year land 
devoted and loving husbands, who, in 
the words of jazz trumpeter Louis Arm. 
strong, believe that “The blacker the 
berry, the sweeter the juice.” (Arm. 
strong himself has had four wives, none 
of which were light-complexioned.) 

Moreover, few men, if any, in fash- 
ioning the girl of their dreams specify 
that she be of a particular hue. They 
may have ideas as to shape, size, dis- 
position, hair and thickness of bankroll, 
but seldom as to color. 

Thus, if the dark-skinned girl can find 
a successful career, recognition of beau- 
ty and romance, what is there left for her 
to worry about? For most, their only 
worry is their own over-emphasis of 
color. Admittedly, to say that color is 
nothing is to be foolish, for certainly 
color prejudice is probably the most in- 
famous tradition of this country, and 
even today presents one of the great 
challenges in establishing world peace. 
But too many dark-skinned Negroes and 
people of dark skins of other nations 
have crashed through the color barriers 
to leave any doubt in the minds of in- 
telligent people that complexion is noth- 
ing more than an incident of one’s birth. 

And yet, people today are still em- 
barrassed or insulted because of their 
color. But it should be remembered that 
embarrassments and insults are risks of 
existence for people of any color. Even 
Jesus Christ suffered his humiliations. 

What, then, is the best course of action 
for the girl with the ebony hue? Proba- 
bly the best advice is that she regard her 
exterior as being completely transparent, 
to believe that all people are able to see 
of her is her innerself, and the part of 
her she wants most to be seen, whether 
it be her talent, her intelligence or her 
personality. She may begin by observing 
others the same way. THE END 
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The High Cost of Loving 


(Continued from Page 17) 


brunettes and redheads. She was con- 
yinced, too, that Billy was responding to 
his public’s demands in whatever manner 
was expected of him, and Billy himself 
reportedly warned his wife: “The com- 
petition is keen.” Miss Braun bowed out 
with grace—and a divorce suit asking 
$100,000, plus $1,000-a-month temporary 
alimony and $25,000 attorney’s fees. 

One of the most publicized examples of 
the high cost of loving—and one of the 
best examples of a man taken to the clean- 
ers—is that of Indianapolis, Ind., busi- 
nessman Denver Ferguson. Successful and 
lonely, Ferguson read a letter written by 
a German woman and printed in a na- 
tional magazine in 1949. In her letter, the 
woman told of her interest in Negro men. 
The pair became pen pals; a romance was 
seeded, flowered and burst forth into mag- 
nificent blossom. Soon billowy Lilo 
Rentsch came to the U. S., and despite 
Ferguson’s observance that she did not 
look like the svelte woman whose picture 
he had been sent, they were married. Al- 
most immediately the honeymoon was 
over. When the bitter end came in 1953, 
Ferguson’s German bride was awarded a 
divorce, $25,000 alimony and $5,000 attor- 
ney’s fees. Ferguson chose to fight the 
court’s decree, only to have his ex-wife 
add insult to alimony by moving in and 
taking legal possession of his business! 
For Ferguson, the cost of loving had come 
exceedingly high. 

But at that, Ferguson could still be 
thankful. For many a man has paid for 
his devotion, or his indiscretions, with his 
last breath. A classic example: only three 
hours after Mr. and Mrs. John D. McKin- 
ly were married in Austin, Texas, Mrs. 
McKinly’s enraged ex-husband, William 
Polk, shot them dead. Brooded Polk after 
the double murder: “He slept in my bed, 
wore my clothes, used my car and my 
money. But when he took my wife, he 
went too far.” 

A disputed love may, however, end in 
less tragedy but just as bitter enmity— 
especially among gentlemanly-mannered 
royalty. For when an Italian prince found 
his attentions to tempting actress Tessa 
Prendergast challenged in Rome by ro- 
tund Egyptian playboy King Farouk, the 
prince considered the rivalry a personal 
affront. The resulting verbal clash 
brought out the local polizia. 

The arousing of a royal green-eyed mon- 
ster can sfill have deadly effects, however, 
according to a widow in Morocco. The 
widow claims that former Sultan Sidi Mo- 
hammed Ben Youssef became somewhat 
peeved when her husband, a Nubian 
guard, made the undiplomatic gesture of 
impregnating one of the Sultan’s favorite 
harem girls. The result was, according to 


the widow, that her husband was ordered 
given 100 lashes daily for 10 days. The 
father-to-be beat the rap after three days 
and 300 lashes by shuffling off this mortal 
coil. His widow wanted damages. 

Women, too—especially those with 
money—have been known to love not wise- 
ly but too well. One of them, Mrs. Anna 
Wheeler of Houston, carried on a month- 
long courtship with one Norris Phillips, 
only to discover that his promises of mar- 
riage would never come true. Reason: 
Phillips already had a wife. By then, 
however, Mrs. Wheeler had allowed some 
$1,500 of her money to find its way into 
her suitor’s hands. 

But another Texas woman decided in 
advance that the cost of love, even the 
married kind, was too much to pay. She 
was exciting poetess Vivian Ayers Allen 
of Houston, who shed her husband, Dr. 
Andrew A. Allen, and the dour institution 
of marriage with the quip: “I am a poet, 
but not yet a saint, and if I am martyred 
now, it will be untimely.” 

Other women, however, have loved with- 
out bothering to add up the cost. In De- 
troit, when 24-year-old Ola Mae Arm- 
strong became convinced that her boy 
friend, Howard Smith, was running 
around with another woman, she locked 
herself in her bedroom and set it afire. 
When police later carried her from the 
smoked-filled building, Miss Armstrong 
explained: “I’m madly in love with my 
old man. I didn’t intend to burn up the 
house. I just wanted to make a lot of 
smoke and see if he would smash the door 
and rescue me.” With no show of sympa- 
thy, police arrested her for arson. 

Ofttimes, fiery passion seems to result in 
fire, period. In Chicago, after arguing 
with his wife, Matilda, 29-year-old Henry 
Johnson angrily set fire to $85 of their 
cash, was nabbed by police after the 
flames mounted into a $5,000 blaze in the 
20-apartment building. 

Also running afoul of the law while fol- 
lowing the rough course of love, or at 
least while engaging in one of its mani- 
festations, was a West African laborer 
who threw his arms around a woman to 
whom he had not been introduced. Warned 
by a London magistrate that “You can’t 
do that without an introduction,” the la- 
borer was: 1) fined $2.80 for insulting a 
lady, and 2) informed that the object of 
his affections was a policewoman, con- 
stable Dorothy Eadie. 

The tricky tentacles of romance some- 
times find their victims among men who 
feel they have nothing to lose, as did Sid- 
ney Stoudmire in Montgomery, Ala. 
Stoudmire married a maid, Miss Claudia 
Bell Dozier, in January, 1953, and the fol- 
lowing August, without benefit of divorce, 


married schoolteacher Johnnie K. Conner. 
It so happened, however, that Stoudmire 
was a prison trusty, serving five years for 
grand larceny at the time of both mar- 
riages, and neither wedding was author- 
ized by prison bosses. Finally, officials 
decided the least they could do was lock 
Stoudmire back up for “violating the 
honor system.” 

But most men find they must pay for 
their indiscreet amours through the pock- 
etbook, as did San Francisco physician 
Herbert B. Henderson. Branded as un- 
faithful in a divorce suit brought by his 
wife, Mrs. Inez Henderson, he was stripped 
of the family’s $35,000 home, a $28,000 
Los Angeles apartment, a Cadillac auto- 
mobile and $350 monthly alimony as long 
as his wife lives. 

Perhaps the luckiest errant Romeo was 
32-year-old Sylvester Wheeler of Louis- 
ville, Ky., who disappeared after stealing 
his girl friend’s purse containing $10 and 
her $56 upper plate. Said the woman, 
Miss Ella Casey, when Wheeler was ar- 
rested ten months later: “I want my teeth 
back, that’s all I want.” 





Hollywood To Harlem 
(Continued from Page 13) 


band (except Kirby himself). The new 
album is titled: “Flow Gently Sweet 
Rhythm.” 

Bobby Lucas, who sings and looks 
like a young edition of “Mr. Black 
Magic” Billy Daniels, is having him- 
self billed as “Mr.” Bobby Lucas. He 
plays only the swankiest of New 
York’s downtown clubs. 

A young singer had a tiff with his girl- 
friend, who snatched his toupee and re- 
fused to give it up. His lawyers had to get 
it back so he could work. 

Despite the seriousness of their in- 
juries following a bus crash, the 
Lionel Hampton crew kept patients 
entertained at St. Joseph’s Hospital 
in Albuquerque with daily jam ses- 
sions while the band rehearsed. 

A handsome writer wants to get mar- 
ried, but although lots of pretty girls go for 
the guy, he can only get excited over heavy 
girls (around 180 lbs.) and is ashamed 
to be seen in public with them. 

Cage star Don Barksdale, who once 
played with the Baltimore Bullets, 
nixed an offer this season from the 
Boston Celtics. He prefers to remain 
a deejay in his home state of Cali- 
fornia. 

An ex-boxing champ, reported to be 
broke, tried desperately to borrow fresh 
loot from his wealthy, foreign-born, ex- 
brother-in-law. 

While in Toledo, Ruth Brown was 
given the key to the city and crowned 
“Undisputed Queen of Rhythm and 
Blues” by the mayor himself. 
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SAMMY DAVIS, JR. 


iw KNOW I think one thing that every person 

should do at least once a month is sit down and have 
a long think with himself. It pays off, you have to be 
alone with your thoughts to realize who you are, what 
you are and what you’re doing. And above all, what to 
be thankful for. 

About a half a year ago I did this and brother did I 
find out a lot. The most important thing I discovered 
was that I am a pretty lucky guy—not lucky for the 
fact that I have finally reached the upper rungs of the 
show business ladder, I say this because I have spent 
27 of my 29 years working for this, but lucky in the 
fact that I had two people like my Dad and Uncle Will 
Mastin always standing on either side of me on and 
off stage. They not only taught me everything they 
knew about show business, but also taught me that big 
subject LIFE and how to lead it. This is one thing I 
will never be able to repay them for or say THANKS 
enough for. 

I could never thank my friends enough, friends who 
always seemed to be there when I needed them and 
without me asking. I just don’t mean the dressing room 
guys or the “bandwagon pals” but the ones who have 
been in my corner and never said, “see what I did.” 

I guess, next to my family are my friends. I hope I 
never let them down. I don’t have to mention their 
names, not because they are so many (no one has too 
many friends), but because friendship is a thing you 
don’t have to remind people about. I guess you just 
feel it. 

Another bunch of people who I can never thank 
enough, and Dad and Will feel the same way, are mil- 
lions of people we never even met personally. The 
American audience; for they have made us what we 
are today and put us where we are today. Their at- 
tendance at clubs and theatres, watching us on tele- 
vision, buying our records, writing in for pictures and 
just about everything that makes up for audience re- 
action. These are the people we can really never say 


THANKS to enough. 


OW—WHILE I’M WRITING, there is another 
subject I’d like to talk about—Kicking The Blues: 
I guess there isn’t one of us that at one time or the 
other, doesn’t get feeling so low that he wished that he 


The most talented of young entertainers, Sammy Dawis, 
Jr., has become a favorite in the best clubs—like Ciro’s in 
Hollywood—theatres, on records, radio and television. Yet 
he is a regular fellow, grateful for his breaks. 


could fall asleep and not wake up for about a week. 
Everybody has his own name for that time. Some 
people say they are “in the dumps,” others are just 
plain “dragged,” still others feel “low.” But no matter 
how you cut it up, it all comes out the same. Man, you 
got those good old BLUES. 

I’m no different than anyone else. I get my share 
of blues, and I have to be alone when I’ve got them. | 
have to be alone because I have my own way of kick- 
ing the blues. Just let me get in my living room with 
a big stack of my favorite records and my phonograph. 
But, they won’t be bluesy or sweet tunes. Oh no, | 
pick out all the tunes that I can associate with great 
memories. I start listening to them and I start thinking 
about some of the grand times I’ve had and some of the 
bad times I’ve had. Times when I thought things could 


never look any worse. It (Continued on Page 71) 
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a mother who desperately wants a 


baby . . . who wants one so 











In Pittsburgh, Mrs. Jane Edwards, a 30- 
year-old expectant mother, was arrested 
for kidnapping the seven-week-old baby 
of Mrs. Jacquella Scott. Mrs. Edwards 
said she “blacked out” and drove off with 


baby after sending mother to store. 


T° MY DYING DAY I'll never forget the anguish and 
stark terror etched on my wife’s face that afternoon 
when she burst into my rented room. 

“Edna! What’s wrong?” I demanded, as she stared wildly 
about. 

“The baby, Jimmy . . . have you got the baby?” she cried. 
“I want my baby!” 

“What are you talking about?” I shot back. “You’ve got 
the baby . . . and the house . . . and the car! I said I was 
through with everything when I walked out, and I meant it!” 

She turned her tear-streaked face up to me and gasped, 
“Then—then it wasn’t you who took Drucilla out of her 


buggy?” 





In Chicago, 


much she is willing to steal another mother’s child. 








14-year-old Norma Beard 

kidnapped a two-month-old white baby— 

Margaret Jean Lentz—from its carriage 
“because it looked like a doll.” 


WHY WOMEN STEAL BABIES 


There is no more heart-rending story than that of 


In New York, Mr. and Mrs. Clifford Hol- 
den smile happily after daughter Chaneta 
was returned to them. The kidnapper was 
Evelyn Jane Jordan. A premature baby, 
Chaneta was frail when kidnapped, was 
in perfect health when found in a hotel 
closet 26 days later. Parents forgave kid- 
napper, whose twins had died. 





“Of course not! I’ve been—” Something in her eyes 
frightened me. “Took her out of her buggy?” I repeated 
dumbly. 

“Then somebody stole her!” 

Edna flung herself face down on the bed and sobbed un- 
controllably. I just stood there staring at her, I had a sick- 
ening sensation like someone had driven his fist wrist-deep 
into the pit of my stomach, and the numbness spread 
through me as the awful realization of Edna’s words pen- 
etrated my brain. 

My baby stolen! 

I don’t know how long I stood there, my knees shaking, 
my heart pounding wildly. Finally, | summoned up enough 
33 












living with kidnapper. 


strength to move to the bed and put my 
hands on Edna’s quivering shoulders. I 
had to shake her roughly several times 
before she pulled herself together and 
old me what had happened. 

She had taken Drucilla shopping with 
her and parked the buggy outside the 
uper-market, just as she had always 
There were two or three other 
arriages already there. 


j 


one. 


“I couldn’t have been inside more 
than five minutes, Jimmy!” she went on 
tearfully. “Maybe even less. And most 

the time I could see the buggy 
through the window. 

“And then I came out and found the 

uggy was empty. Oh, it was horrible! 

t first, | thought she might have fallen 

it and someone had picked her up. 
‘hen | began running up and down the 
block, looking into parked cars and bug- 

es other women were pushing.” 

She ran her hand through her di- 
heveled hair. “Finally, I decided that 
yu must have followed me and took the 
baby in order to hurt me. You haven’t 
have you, Jimmy? You 
me like this?” she 


her 
uldn’t 
goed, 
Of course, not!” I said irritably. 
his is no time to be fighting. We’ve 
t to notify the police!” 
| telephoned the police and was told 
vait for their arrival. 
They'll be here soon,” I told Edna. 
‘othing for us to do but wait.” 


torture 


| had 


We've got to do something now 


Unlike in ransom kidnap- 
pings, when a woman steals 
a baby for love, she seldom 
harms him. One kidnapped 
baby, prematurely born, ac- 


tually gained in health while 


after she was 


In Baltimore, mother and grandmother kissed baby Lavonne Hinton on both cheeks 
returned from kidnapping by a stranger. The kidnapper “borrowed” the 


baby to “show to a friend down the street,” took it to Chester, Pa. 


she cried. “Whoever’s got Drucilla is 
getting farther and farther away, while 
we just sit here.” 

“Please, Edna! There’s nothing else 
we can do,” I said. 

“You mean, there’s nothing you can 
do,” she replied bitterly. “After all, you 
did walk out on me—and the baby.” 

Abruptly, I turned my back. “This is 
no time to bring all that up,” I said. | 
opened the dresser drawer and took out 
the bottle laying on top of a pile of 
dirty socks. I found two almost clean 
glasses and poured stiff drinks. 

“Here—you can use this,” I said, 
holding out a glass to Edna. 

She just sat on the bed, limp and un- 
moving, staring straight ahead. 

“Well, I can sure use it!” I downed 
both drinks, then began pacing the floor. 
I wanted desperately to put my arms 
around my wife, hold her head against 
my shoulder and comfort her. 

If ever there was a time we needed 
each other, this was it. But my stub- 
born pride would not let me do what 
my heart told me I should. There had 
been too much bitterness. . . 

Edna and | started married life with 
everything in our favor—except one 
thing. Her relatives. From the very be- 
ginning, I never got on well with my 
in-laws. They didn’t approve of me be- 
cause I was just a laundry truck driver 
when I first met Edna. 

I remember the dispatcher’s warning 
to me when I first took the route that 


included the Morton account. 

“You’re lucky to have this one, Jim- 
my,” he said, holding up the Morton 
card. “Tips—a nice present every 
Christmas and they do enough business 
with the company to bring you a fat 
commission every week.” 

“Sounds like a good deal,” I said. 

“It is. The Mortons are pretty big 
people in this part of town. But remem- 
ber—don’t goof!” 

I did fine handling the big order of 
the Morton’s each week, but the first 
time I laid eyes on Edna, the dispatch- 
er’s advice was forgotten. The back 
door of the big house opened and | 
found myself looking into the biggest, 
softest pair of hazel-brown eyes I’d ever 
seen. I just stood there, staring. 

Finally, the slim, lovely owner of the 
eyes tossed her ebony curls and flashed 
a smile. “Don’t you think you’d better 
bring the laundry in?” she suggested. 

I tore my gaze away from her golden, 
heart-shaped face and shouldered the 
laundry bag through the door she held 
open. I swung the bag to the kitchen 
floor and remembered company rules 
long enough to remove my cap. 

“I didn’t mean to be rude—staring at 
you like that,” I explained. 

She smiled and said in 4 teasing tone, 
“Good. Then I won’t have to report 
you to the company.” 

“Tt wouldn’t do you any good,” I said 
solemnly. “You see, ’'m— Are you 
married?” I suddenly blurted out. 





































































In Burlington, N. J., Arthur Hutt, Jr., 
gaily rode his bike a few hours after be- 
ing returned to his mother, Mrs. Myta 
Hutt. Arthur was snatched from his aunt’s 
home in Camden, N. J., was returned 
there mysteriously 90 days later. 
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In New York, weeping Mrs. Dolores 

Phipps told policeman Harold Boyd how 

she kidnapped three-week-old James Perez 

from St. Luke’s Hospital after claiming 
she was a public health nurse. 
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cheeks ee 
a” the Her eyebrows shot up in surprise. — 
“That’s a strange question, considering 
the fact that I don’t even know your 
_ Jim. | name,” she said. 
orton “I’m Jimmy Knowles.” | = ###$$$ —_———— 
every She studied me soberly for a moment, 
siness then a friendly smile relaxed her face. 
a fat “Hi, Jimmy. I’m Edna Morton—and 
I’m not married.” 
id. “Good, because you’re going to mar- 
y big ry me.” 
nem- Her mouth flew open in surprise, but 
no words came. If she thought I was 
or of | kidding, she soon decided differently 
first because she lowered her eyes and said, 
atch- “Tl tell my mother you’re here with the 
back laundry.” Then she ran from the room. 
id I That was the way it began. Of course, 
gest, I had to do some fast talking to get 
ever Edna to go out on a date with me, but 
after the first time, I didn’t have to do 
the much persuading. When her family 
hed found out about it, they hit the ceiling. 
tter Edna had just finished school and her 
ted. parents had their hearts set on her be- 
len, coming a social worker or marrying 
the some guy who was a doctor or lawyer. 
eld They did everything they could to 
hen break us up. Finally, I couldn’t take it 
les any longer. I paid a visit to Mr. Mor- “Until I can do better, yes! But I’ve and he said, “Well, Knowles, at 
ton to have it out with him. got ideas for a business of my own and least you’ve got a mind of your own, 
at “Mr. Morton,” I said, “I’m in love Edna has faith in me. That’s a com- and that’s good. I’m glad to know you 
with your daughter and I’m going to bination you can’t beat, Mr. Morton.” I intend to better yourself. Believe me, 
ne, marry her whether you like it or not. 1 stood up and faced him. “Naturally, all I want is my daughter’s happiness. If 
ort know you think I’m not good enough I'd like the approval of you and Mrs. you can give her that, then all I can 
for her, but I’ve got a job and I make Morton,” I went on, “but I’m going to say is ‘good luck’!” 
id enough money to support her.” be your son-in-law and that’s the way He held out his hand and we shook 
au “On a laundryman’s salary?” he de- it is!” on it. But any idea I had that things 
manded. Gradually, the scowl left his face were settled (Continued on Page 70) 
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In Cottonville, a white girl just didn’t fall in love with a ec 


So Shannon was ashamed of herself . . . yet she couldn 


help herself. 


omeleeel ove 


ored man—not even one as handsome as Dr. Steve Tanton 


ROT 5 












As in a dream, I held up my arms and pulled him 
down to me.I! felt in him the start of resistance, b 
with something like a sob, he relaxed and our lips 








STARED at my face in the dressing 
table mirror, my eyes troubled and 
wondering, my body still burning with 
the twin fires of shame and ecstasy. The 

part of my mind that had been trained 









cious day by day; for Steve Tanton and 
I were in eternally separate worlds, more 
distant than the poles, and to let our 
love rule us would mean only unhappi- 
ness. 


met... 


was tall and handsome with the kind a 


half way shy, half way bold, masculin 


personality which appeals irresistibly t 


women. I liked him the first time I sa 


him, but it was a long time before Ff 

































| by tradition and prejudice shrank from No—better that we ended it now, would let my true feelings come to the 
} ‘ven thinking of what I had done. while we still had time, for we had al- surface. Steve ' 
Deep within me, I had feared this for ready broken society’s taboos, and pun- In a little while now I would hear his | ! wou 
: long time. I would never have ad- ishment was certain, one way or the — step on the stair. My heart waited im- | him. V 
itted, even in the innermost recesses other. I could not help thinking of the _ patiently. A rising flood of love caught J not hu 
f my being that it could have happened, lines: “. . . for each man kills the thing _me in its tow. I could not give him up. J have h 
it it had—and now, fear and happiness _he loves, yet each man does not die...” I couldn’t! We’d go away, somewhere | take a 
fought within me for supremacy. It was up to Steve and me to kill our . anywhere. We could make a life | brief t 
| knew I loved Steve Tanton, hope- own love and do it quickly before we for ourselves. But then cold logic told {| ! was 
ssly and inevitably, and the beliefs of | were swept under in its current. me that our story would follow us where | naked, 
| y whole life were swept aside like chaff Steve Tanton and I had crossed a_ ever we went. I didn’t care for myself [| shame. 
efore the wind. boundary that no person on earth may _ but I couldn’t make an outcast of Steve. Perk 
| Yet, I knew it was a lost love—a for- pass in Cottonville. I was white. He He was too useful to the world. I tasted | | had 
idden love—traveling a dark path with _ was, by law, of a different race. In Cot- the salt of bitter tears and knew there | heart i 
nly despair and destruction at the end. _ tonville, he was colored. was no way for me to keep him. for ha 
| he world would not let us be lovers. I don’t believe any woman could have I determined then, deliberately and bring 
was not possible to let the attraction helped being attracted to Steve, regard- shamelessly, that if I must lose him, | happie 
etween us ripen and grow more pre- less of his race or her background. He would for a little while be a part of } the fur 





Steve Tanton and he a part of me and 
I would forever keep that memory of 
him. What the world did not know could 
not hurt either of us and if I could not 
have his love through the years, I would 
take as much of it as I could in the 
brief time we had left together. Maybe 
I was shameless. I don’t know. But 
naked, desperate love does not recognize 
shame. 

Perhaps I might have been better off if 
[had never met him, I thought. My 
heart instantly denied this. I was better 
for having loved him, even if it did 
bring unhappiness. He had made me 
happier than I had ever been before and 
the funny thing about it was that if Aunt 


Minnie had not become ill, we would 
have never met. My thoughts strayed, 
seeking, back to the beginning of it 
eee 

The Foster family had always been 
respected in Cottonville, and the name 
was honorable, even though we hadn’t 
much money. We had been there for a 
long time and in the small southern 
towns that counts for a lot. I was born 
in Cottonville and except for four years 
at the State Teacher’s College, which was 


only thirty miles away from home, and 
a brief vacation trip during the sum- 
mer, I had never been away from my 


birthplace. 
After the death of my mother, I was 


about the only one of the family left in 
Cottonville, and Aunt Minnie Tanton 
was the only one to whom I felt any real 
responsibility or family affection. She 
had been our cook and housekeeper long 
before I was born, a proud, quiet woman 
of indeterminate age, somewhat lighter 
in color than a mulatto, with a bearing 
of melancholic dignity. When I fin- 
ished college, I took a job at home, teach- 
ing in the High School, but my earnings 
were so small that I saw I would be 
unable to pay Aunt Minnie the small sum 
which had been her weekly salary for so 
many years. I hated to tell her, for our 
home was her home, too. She had always 
had her own room there, but there just 
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wasn’t enough money to feed and clothe 
both of us. 

When I told her, she looked at me re- 
proachfully. 

“Do you really want me to leave, Miss 
Shan?” 

“Oh, no!” I cried. “It breaks my heart, 
Aunt Minnie, but I don’t know what else 
to do. After all, you have to have a liv- 
ing too and you can make more money 
somewhere else.” 

Aunt Minnie reached over and patted 
my cheek. 

“You think I’m gonna leave you to 
look after yourself, Shannon Foster? 
When I promised your Mama on her 
death bed that I'd always watch after 
you? Well, that’s what I aims to do!” 

“But, Aunt Minnie .. .” I wailed, 
despairingly. 


Shannon thought her 


Steve’s. had 


learned about their love affair. 


end ? 





whole 


was all I could ever get out of her. 
“Where is he now?” I asked. 
Aunt Minnie sighed. 
“He’s in the Army. "Way across the 
waters. Lord, Lord, how I’ve worried 


about that boy in this terrible war.” She. 


reached in her apron pocket and took 
out a letter. “I'll let you read this here 
letter I got from him this morning if 
you wants to,” she said, shyly. 

“Why, yes . . . I’d like to,” I said, 
really curious about her son. “Why 
hasn’t he ever come here to see you, 
Aunt Minnie?” 

“Oh, he was always too busy to come 
here,” she answered. “I went to see him 
every year and he always begged me to 
stay with him, but just looked like I 
couldn’t leave my home here. My boy’s 
a doctor,” she finished proudly. 


world. and 


crashed the day Cottonville 


Was this the 


What would they do to Steve? . . 


She wanted desperately to marry him! 


“Hush now, child. Ain’t no use of 
talking any more. You worried about 
money? Well, you can quit. Honey, I’ve 
got plenty of money to keep me the rest 
f my life. Why, I’ve got over five 
thousand dollars in the post office I ain’t 
vever touched.” 

“Where did you get that much 

oney?” I asked, disbelieving. 

Aunt Minnie drew herself up proudly. 

“Well, Miss Curious, if you just has to 
know, my boy sent it to me. I been 
ving for a long time out of what he 


nds me every month.” 


WAS ASTONISHED. It was the first 

time I had ever heard her mention 
vat she had a son. 

“Aunt Minnie!” I cried. “Why didn’t 
yu ever tell me? Oh, I think it’s won- 
erful!” 

[ remember that she used to take a 
ng trip every year, but she never would 


y where she had been. “Just visitin’ ” 








In the corner of the envelope was writ- 
ten Major Steve Tanton, USA (MC). I 
read the letter and my reaction was total- 
ly unexpected. It was so sweet it brought 
tears to my eyes. When I finished I 
handed the letter back to Aunt Minnie. 

“He should have been a poet,” I said. 

That letter was my first impression of 
Steve Tanton. Maybe I fell in love with 
him then . . . I don’t know; but after 
that Aunt Minnie always let me read his 
letters and I found myself waiting for 
them almost as anxiously as she. 

As time went on, it seemed that the 
war would never end, and Aunt Minnie’s 
health began to decline. She had to give 
up most of the work around the house 
and eventually spent most of her time 
in bed. I had old Dr. Burns, our family 
physician, with her, but after checking 
her over. he shook his head. 

“Her heart . . 
“Just worn out. All I can advise is rest, 


.” he told me quietly. 


digitalis, and a little whiskey along for 








a stimulant. ‘But she doesn’t have much 
longer any way you take it, Shannon.” 

Finally the war was over. I immed}. 
ately wrote Steve and told him of his 
mother’s poor health. A few weeks later, 
I received a letter from him. He had 
already returned to the States and ex. 
pected to be discharged at an early date, 
He thanked me for writing and for tak. 
ing care of Aunt Minnie, making his 
letter one of careful respect and yet full 
of warm friendliness. I was tempted to 
write him again, but thought better of 
it. My world simply did not permit me 
to correspond with him on equal terms 
of friendship. 

I don’t remember what sort of picture 
I had built up in my mind of Steve Tan. 
ton, for when I finally met him, I was 
totally unprepared. 





One morning in the early spring, | 
was awakened by a knocking at the back 
door. Dragging sleepily out of bed, | 
put a robe on over my gown and hurried 
downstairs. When I opened the door, a 
tall young man in an army officer’s uni- 
form stood on the small back porch, his 
cap in his hand and a leather bag at his 
feet. He smiled, showing even. white 
teeth. 

“Miss Shannon Foster?” 

I nodded, drawing my robe tighter, 
confused and more than a little startled. 
| had expected anybody but a young 
army officer, with a lock of unruly hair 
falling across a tall forehead, dark. 
crinkly eyes, and a wide, mobile mouth. 

His smile grew broader. I felt the 
corners of my mouth lift a little. That 
erin was catching. 

“Was .. 


What was it you wanted?” I stammered, 


. was there someone. ... 


still sleepy and confused. 











“T’m Steve Tanton.” 
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' The astonishment I felt must have reg- 


jstered plainly in my face. His smile 
faded until it was little more than an 
ironic twist of his lips. 

“I’m sorry to wake you up so early, 
but I was anxious to see my mother.” 

He couldn’t be Aunt Minnie’s son! It 
was fantastic! Why, his skin was almost 
as white as my own. I hadn’t even known. 
.. . With an effort, I collected myself. 

“Oh ... well, comein . . . I didn’t 
know . . . I didn’t know who you were. 
Aunt Minnie is upstairs in her room.” 

I held the door open and he came into 
the kitchen. Still surprised and wonder- 
ing, I hardly knew how to act, but I felt 
I] should say something. 

“Aunt Minnie will be so happy to see 
you,” I said, formally and rather awk- 
wardly. “If... if you'll just follow 
me?” 

He looked at me keenly. 

“Miss Shan . . . I beg your pardon 

I mean Miss Foster. . . . My 
mother has spoken of you so often in her 
letters that the name came naturally. 


' Would you like to see some identifica- 
tion?” 


To tell the truth, I was getting a little 
uneasy, but when he said “Miss Shan,” it 
reassured me. Not many people called 


~ me that. 


“Oh, no,” I said. “I think I can tell 
that you and Aunt Minnie favor a great 
deal.” 

His eyes crinkled and he chuckled de- 
lightedly. He was still smiling as we 
climbed the stairs. 

I opened the door to Aunt Minnie’s 
room quietly. 

I motioned Steve in, then closed the 
door softly and left them alone, hurry- 
ing down the hall to my own room to 
dress. As I drove to school that morn- 
ing I couldn’t get Steve out of my 
thoughts. I confessed to myself I thought 
him an attractive man, but that was all 
I could let myself think. 

It was several days later before I saw 
Steve again. He was always out some- 
where when I came home in the after- 
noon. Now and then, I heard him in 
Aunt Minnie’s room at night, talking 
softly. After a time I would hear him 
going down the stairs and out the back, 
to the small servant’s house where he 
slept. 

I began to notice that things were be- 
ing done around the place—things which 
I had never had time to attend. The 
screen door to the back porch had been 


repaired, a light bulb replaced, a leaky 
faucet fixed, the lawn mowed and the 
walks trimmed. Aunt Minnie had told 
me that Steve was going to stay until she 
got well. I knew by that that he intended 
to stay as long as she lived. 

One day after school was out, I stayed 
in town a little later than usual, buying 
groceries. When I got home, ravenous- 
ly hungry, I found that Steve had cooked 
supper. 

“What else can you do?” I asked, sur- 
prised. “You’ve already made this place 
over in the past two weeks.” 

Steve smiled, a little proudly. 

“I thought I’d try my hand at a little 
cooking, Miss Shan. I used to be pretty 
good when I was a college boy working 
my way through school.” 

“TI think it’s wonderful, Steve! And 
I’m so hungry!” I cried. “But you didn’t 
have to. I could have cooked supper.” I 
paused. “But I’m glad you did. Can I 
eat right away?” 

Steve chuckled. 

“Yes, Ma’am!” 


I FLEW to freshen up and when I re- 
turned the table was set for me. The 
food was plain, but delicious; fried 
chicken, hot rolls, salad. 

Steve stood in the door, smiling in 
amusement as I practically bolted my 
food and held out my plate for more. 

“I know I’m a pig,” I said, between 
bites, “but this is so good. Have you had 
your supper?” 

I knew immediately he had not eaten. 
The supper was right off the stove. I 
realized he was waiting for me to finish. 
I felt the heat of a slow flush in my face. 
This man isn’t a servant, I thought. He’s 
a man of learning, with respect for him- 
self and others. He is far more intelli- 
gent and capable than I. Why should he 
he waiting on me? Impulsively, I stood 
up. 

“Dr. Tanton, since you have not yet 
had your supper, and since I am really 
your guest tonight, I think you should 
sit right down and eat. It was very 
selfish of me not to ask you sooner.” 

There was sudden surprise on his face 
and his eyes appraised me keenly. My 
cheeks reddened under his gaze, but I 
kept standing. When he did not say any- 
thing, I said, “Please, Steve, sit down. 
You prepared the meal and you’re one 
of the family. ‘I’d like very much for you 
to eat with me.” 

He made a courtly bow. 


“Thank you kindly, Miss Shan. I'll 
be honored to have dinner at your 
table.” 

He held my chair for me and | sat 
down again and bringing in a plate and 
silver, he took his seat at the other end 
of the table. I had already begun to 
doubt the wisdom of my impulse of the 
moment. It would be hard for me to 
explain, and a person not brought up in 
the south probably would not be able to | 
understand, but Steve didn’t act quite 
right. What I mean is that there was an 
air of dignified equality about him, an 
aloofness, a poise which was strange to 
me. Darn it, he just didn’t act like our 
colored folks! That was what I had 
been thinking all along. But, I reflected, 
his handsome face beaming at me across 
the table, why should he? What was his 
race? Certainly he was not a “Negro,” 
no matter what the laws of the State said. 
His features were European, more so 
than many “White” men in our own 
town. I thought . . . Oh, I didn’t know 
what to think! I was so confused! Had 
I met him somewhere else, under differ- 
ent circumstances, unaware of his back- 
ground and birth, I might have thought 
of him only as a charming and urbane 
dinner companion. 

At dinner, or supper, as it is called in 
Cottonville, Steve told funny stories of 
his medical school days and I found my- 
self laughing easily, forgetting the con- 
fusion in my mind. I must have been a 
good listener, for he appeared to be com- 
pletely relaxed and natural. Watching 
the play of expression over his mobile 
face, I found myself liking him very 
much, but I still did not realize the in- 
tensity of the feeling that was growing 
in me. After we had talked a long time, 
both of us suddenly knew it was late, 
and immediately a kind of tension 
gripped me. We stood up from our 
chairs, both ill at ease, looking across 
the table with nothing to say. 

“T’ll clear the table,” Steve said. “I’m 
afraid I’ve kept you up too late.” 

His manner was slightly reproachful, 
perhaps implying that I had allowed him 
to breach the strict etiquette governing 
the relations between the races in Cotton- 
ville. Disturbed and somehow angry at 
myself, I had an obscure feeling of guilt. 

“Never mind, Steve,” I said, rather 
coldly. “No harm was done. But it is 
late.” 

He nodded, (Continued on Page 61) 

39 











ALL 








— 
: ae No. 284 


4 





No. 284 $495 
HE-MAN 
Smart for up-and-coming 
executives. Straight top 
extra heavy, deluxe optical 
frame in Tortoise Shell 
or Ebony Black. Special wire 
core permits easy adjustment 
Perfect for every man 


girls go for these 






> 
ey 
= 


No. 519 


36% 


vality 


= 
No. 519 4 
HI-BROW 
The aristocrat of q 
glasses heavy shell top 
with gold color nose piece 
and thin golden 
Wire core temples for 


$B95 


eluxe 





rims 


easy adjustment 


No. 219 
Same os above ind 
GOLD FILLED trim. Will nor 
tarnish. Lasts a lifetime 


No. 307 $495 
KING BOP 
Goodlooking rimway style 
glasses to give you that 
intellectual look. Gold color 
metal top with wide 
plastic temples. These large 
eye size lenses are 
perfect for any man 


$2.98 


/ Ri Lord’s Prayer Cross 


Necklace if you 


10 DAY FREE triat 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


WiN00 CLASS GE BOFPS" 


IN CLEAR WHITE OR GREEN LENSES. 








| 
money with order. | 
| 


No. 900 
MISS 
HOLLYWOOD 


Worthy of a glon s 


$495 


ie A 
a 


No. 640 


CAT’S EYES 


These exotic, imported 


$495 


frames add an excitement 
to merry eyes. Hand-made 
in Demi-Amber, Shell 

or Jet Black. Unusually 
beautiful and becoming 


No. 405 
DAISY DREAM 
SET 


Ye 


$495 


No. 414 
GLAMOUR GAL $495 


Delightful rimless gold color 


floral design 
Lightweight, unbreakable 
hell temples 


ear,G Blue or 


Rose tinted lenses 


No. 522 
MINK BOP 


No. 153 9 
GOLDEN PEARL om 5 
ese fine 


Th sses have 


simulated pearl inset 
Your choice of Brown 
Black or Pink frames 


Perfect with every dress 


*Reg. U.S, Pat. 


179 P MARKET STREET 
NEWARK 2, N. J. 


[} Send C.0.D. | will pay postman full price plus postage. 
1C0 t enclose full price, send postpaid. 


Style No 

send Glass Color... Frame Color 
rae 
gneeress.... sacar 

a ...Zone......State 


p. 414 












| 











LEFT.  % | 
HANDED ® 
CHILD | 


“| ’*M SO AFRAID Johnny is going to 
be left-handed,” Mrs. Jones com- 
plained on her last visit to my office. 
It was Johnny’s periodic check-up and 
the 18-month-old was rapidly leaving 
his baby days to take on all of the ag- 
gressively masculine characteristics of 
his sex and age. He was a fine sturdy 
and happy little boy and I told his 
mother so at once. 9 
I also assured her that it is as natural 
and normal to be left-handed as right- 
handed and if her Johnny was going to 
be a south-paw, just let him be. 
Although most of us are born right- 
handed, roughly 96 percent of the total 
population, nonetheless, research has 
proved that a left-handed child can draw, 
paint, or write with as much ease and 
dexterity as the right-handed child. Au- 
thorities today insist that it is unwise 
to try to steer a child who shows a 
marked preference for one hand into use 
of the other. Too often the child who is 
encouraged to use his right hand when 
he prefers the left loses much of his 
natural manual skill, in addition to 
which, he may develop speech defects or J. 
other emotionally based ailments. There 
is some disagreement over the amount 
(Continued on Page 75) 
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GIVE US EACH DAY 
QUR DAILY BREAD 


OTHING IN THE WORLD can 


sharpen the appetite more than the 
































7 
a smell of freshly baked yeast bread 
fice. throughout the house. Years ago in 
and grandma’s day, every woman knew how 
ing to bake bread and women took a cer- 
ag- tain pride in being able to make a plump, 
of tender loaf of bread that would be the 
rdy & envy of the neighbors. Church and civic 
his = affairs were the center of home-baked 
‘s ‘ goods and everyone joined in the fun 
ral and took real pride in their work. aS 
‘ht- ; However, in our busy world today, \ 
- to things are different and homemakers 
take little time-out to create special 
ht- dishes and bake home-made goodies for 
,tal their families. Yet it is a good way to 
has create better family relations, and so this 
Ww, year, let’s all make our families happier \ 
ind with real fresh-baked breads. 
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knit wool 
and a shawl collar. By 
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sweater with brass buttons 


Cozy and warm 
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Spice wool boucle 2-piece dress has 
rblouse and tab collar. Skirt is an 
ual chevron weave. By Marinette. 
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Shas AND READY woolens are literally worth their 

weight in gold and a sensible year-round investment. 
A revolving wardrobe of knits, actually only two to three 
pieces are required, will do the work of many separates. 
Because of their “I’m at home anywhere” look, they are 
indispensable wardrobe fillers. Woolens are fast becoming 
one of the most sought after 12-month dependables. They 
blend smartly with any fashion accessory and look for- 
ward to a long life if taken care of properly. Bulky knit 
sweaters that double for little extra jackets in the spring 
and summer are worn equally as well over skirts and 
slacks during cold weather. Many of these sweaters and 
some of the suits are washable, but it is always safer to 
have them dry cleaned. To be a chic dresser spark your 
sweaters with colorful scarves and scatter pins, or accent 
them with tiny jeweled collars. 


VEAR-AROUND KNIT WEAR 


White cable-knit cardigan features a White pineapple-stitched cardigan 
stitched Johnny collar with multi-color ’ 
beaded Indian emblems. By Fether-Knit. 









sweater has Mexican cock emblems, 
pearl buttons. By Jane Irwill. 





Beige wool 2-piece dress has belted over- 
blouse which features a shoulder yoke. 
By M iia 7 cette. 
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One of the season’s most practical acces- 
sories is a compact purse with loop for 
lipstick and pocket. Priced at $5.95. 








OST WOMEN CLUTTER their purses 
with so many small, unnecessary items 
that it is almost impossible to find their neces- 
sary personal beauty accessories, and if they 
do have smart-looking compacts, lipstick cases 
or lighters, they are so embedded in unneces- 
sary articles that they lose their beauty value. 
Today’s accessories for milady’s purse are 
designed to complement the simple but ele- 
gant costumes that are so popular. The new, 
sleek-lined accessories for the purse are 
smaller and more streamlined so they can 
easily be placed in any size of purse. These 
delicate items are made to follow the fashion 
trend towards lush, elegant materials. 

Like all else today, these accessories have 
been designed to meet every need. Colors and 
new designs, too, are being shown, and since 
the prices are moderate, there is no need to 
have just one set, for one can have a whole 
wardrobe of beauty accessories. It really adds 
to the smart appearance of any woman when 
an opened purse reveals a matching lipstick 
case, lighter and compact. This lets the viewer 
know that the owner is a neat, orderly person. 
If these little aids to daily beauty are neatly 
arranged in the purse, they consume little or 
no room, and are always at your fingertips 
when needed. 

Shown on these pages is a delightful collec- 
tion of exquisitely-styled items by Elgin 
American that are along the functional trend, 
as to shape and size, with fresh color com- 
binations and the accent on delicate tones of 
pink and blue. Any discriminating woman is 
bound to find exactly what she wants in this 
dramatic collection. 


Unusual is this smart combination of com- 
pact and lighter in enameled pink rosebud 
and green leaf design on white. 





Called “The Little Birds” is a musical 
compact that has a charming French motif 
in color. 


Elgin’s famous “Lite-O-Matic” 
tion lighter and cigarette case shows en- 
graved lines in a criss-cross pattern. 





Shown are two compacts . 
everyday, tailored clothes in fine alligator 
leather with gold trim. The other for dress. 
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SPECIAL CARE FOR 
HARD 10 MANAGE HAIR 
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,;; VERY WOMAN wants her hair to be her crowning glory, 
“ and to achieve this, there are types of hard-to-manage 
iir that requires special care to keep it soft and full of life. 
Pressing and dyeing can and will make the hair dry and 
hard unless specialized care is given. There are types of hair, 
that will not respond to simple every-day methods, but 
eeds scalp stimulation and good massages to give it life 
ind body. These treatments are best when given by your 
eautician who has been trained and knows just what is 
eeded for your particular type of hair. 
Certain oil shampoos, scalp oils, electrical massage and 
1m treatments are all essential procedures in the growth 
| health of the hair and scalp. If you have the hard-to- 
nage type of hair, then at least once every month you 
uld let your beautician give you the treatment necessary 
soften your hair. Many times one’s physical condition can 
1 contributing factor to the condition of the hair, and 
hen this is the case, it is best to see a doctor and not try 
reat yourself, for the blood and nerves have much to do 
the condition of the hair. There is no type of hair that 
t be taken care of if given proper treatment. When select- 
a beautician to take care of your needs, make sure she 
icensed and registered and knows what she is doing, and 
f of your worries are over. 
hown on this page are the first steps in special care for 
rd-to-manage hair, as treated in the Rose Morgan House 
Beauty in New York. 





















1. Special Rose Morgan Vegetable Sham. 
poo is used liberally, and rubbed thorough. 
ly into hair and scalp. 


2. The non-alkaline shampoo keeps the 
hair from becoming brittle and gives it q 
sheen. 


3. An under cap covers the head in prep. 
aration for use of an electric heat cap, 
which hastens the penetration of the cream, 
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Men 4vé Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 




















works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you’ve been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer. 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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' 
= | RAVEEN Dept. 1-2 ' 
S flonep back quarantee | 18205. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, ill } 
FS ; 7 = Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed nog 
Try RAVEEN according to direc- §5) risk offer. ' 
K4 tions. If not completely satisfied, re- 0)! enclose $1.20 CD Send C.0.D. plus postage 
mq turn unused portion of jar and full Fi wyome 5 
a purchase price will be immediately t 
refunded. _ =aaben : 
= | City State. i 





ya 10k We ue IWA Se Wwe We IW A Se Wak le I/WE 
ah : Bri Bw ON ANE auaaaausanwensmeanwaeneend 


47 











poking 


HOME MADE BREAD 


NS  saemas HAS BEEN BASIC in man’s diet throughout history 
and will always be an important part of every meal because 
it combines its energy-giving carbohydrates and body-building 
proteins in a tasty, well-liked product that is low in cost. The 
delicious breads which grace our tables are a tribute to men 
engaged in agriculture, science, milling, baking and marketing. 
Modern bakeries are in every community waiting to satisfy 
the desires of the most exacting homemakers, whether mouth- 
watering coffee cakes, batches of tasty cinnamon buns, rolls for 
special parties or just good white bread for sandwiches are 
wanted. Bakers work from late at night until the morning hours 
to be ready with scores of delectable breads and rolls for both 
early and late shoppers. However, once in a while you may 
want to test your skill at baking some unusual specialties. 
Today’s methods are simple and easy to follow, whether it is 
the icebox version, the overnight method or the quick batter 
way. Good homemade bread and rolls are a welcome addition 
to any meal, and they are sure to attract attention. Why not 
make homemade bread of some sort a weekly must on your 
menu planning. 








— 


Sally Lunn 
Dissolve 2 pkgs. dry yeast in Y% cup warm water. 
{dd 1% cups lukewarm milk, 2 tbsps. sugar, 11% 
sps. salt, 2 eggs, %4 cup soft shortening, 5%4 cups 
ifted flour. Beat until smooth. Cover and let rise 
til very light. (1 hr.) Beat down and pour into 
reased 10” tube pan. Let rise within 1" of top 
nan. (45 mins.) Bake in 350°F. oven 45 to 50 
minutes. Makes about sixteen servings. 





Hard Crusted Rolls 


Just like small loaves of French bread, these hard 
rolls look professional, but are easy to make. To 
make crust crisp and hard, the rolls should be 
brushed with cold water after the first 12 minutes 
of cooking, then returned to the oven and brushed 
with cold water again 2 minutes before rolls are 
done. Rolls should be cooled quickly in a draft from 
an open window or fan. Write us for complete recipe. 
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Cranberry Fans 


There is nothing more gratifying to mothers than to have a 
fresh supply of Cranberry Fans on hand when the youngsters 
rush home from school and ask for something good to eat. For 
the aroma of sugar and spice, and fresh cranberries in a sweet 
yeast dough will really whet their appetites. Cranberry Fans 
need not be limited to the holiday season, for fresh cranberries 
are on the market in September. Write us for the complete 
recipe. 


Sweet Rolls 


Dissolve 2 pkgs. dry yeast in Y cup of warm water. 
Stir in 1% cups lukewarm milk, Y cup sugar, 2 
tsps. salt. Add 2 eggs, Y2 cup soft shortening, 334 
cups flour and mix with hand. Knead on lightly 
floured board until smooth. Round up in greased 
bowl, cover with damp cloth and let rise until double 
in bulk. Punch down and let rise again. Shape into 
rolls, let rise again and bake in moderate oven 25-30 
minutes. 


Delicious, crisp, crunchy rolls, made in muffin tins 
and covered with sugar, are perfect for breakfast or 
tea. Quick and easy to make from a simple sweet 
roll dough, these cinnaman crisps will be a repeater 
all year around. The cinnamon and sugar topping 
adds an extra taste-treat. For the complete recipe, 
drop us a note. A variety of rolls and coffee cakes 
can be made from one basic sweet roll dough. 














NEW HAIR GLORY AS 
SCALP IS IMPROVED 


New Medicated Formula of Advanced 
Sulfur-8 Works “Miracles” Both Ways 


A Magnificent Head of Hair. Sulfur-8 actually brings out soft new hair 
beauty with deep lustre and longer, healthier, richer appearance. Important 
experts know why the new, enhanced Sulfur-8 can do so much to build up the 
glory of even the most measly parched hair, so that it soon begins to reveal 
ts true, full natural length . .. so silky-smooth and radiantly lovely. 





NEW SCIENTIFIC MEDICATION, now in 
Sulfur-8, combats surface germs that 
often aggravate scalp problems. Only 
Sulfur-8 has that great secret formula, 
powered with special scientific sulfur. 


SCALP AWAKENED by new vitalizing 

stimulation of Sulfur-8, is invigorated to 

feel more alive and healthy. Works won- 
srs on scalp trouble itching. See how 
our scalp thrives on Sulfur-8! 


—— 


HAIR TOO SHORT? 
When brittle-dry strands 
keep cracking off, and 
frizzy split ends make it 
look even shorter, that 
new, penetrating sulfur- 
lanolin formula can help 
you redeem the glory of 
your perfect hair. 


A MARVELOUS 
DIFFERENCE? 
Her hair now glows with , } 
inviting new charm and 4 
looks much richer, silkier and longer, thanks to the new 
light-softness Sulfur-8 with that new luxury fragrance. 





Cinnamon Roils 


Make up a basic sweet roll dough (Write 
us if you don’t have one). Roll dough ¥," 
thick into an oblong 9x18". Spread with 2 
tbsps. soft butter, sprinkle with % cup 
sugar and 2 tsps. cinnamon, mixed. Roll 
up tightly in a long roll and seal edges. 
Cut into slices about 1” wide. Place cut 
side up in well greased oblong pan, heavy 
skillet or muffin pans. Cover and let rise 
until double in bulk. Bake 25-30 minutes 
in moderate (375°F.) oven. 


Bread 


It is not difficult to make a good loaf of 
bread. There are a few pointers that will 
help to make a “professional” loaf. For 
a soft, tender crust, brush with soft butter 
after removing loaves from pans. For a 
crisp crust, do not grease loaves. For a 
highly glazed crust, brush with an egg 
yolk-water mixture before baking. Always 
bake breads in the specified size of pan. 
Write us for a good bread recipe. 
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Reform School Graduate 


(Continued from page 23) 


of my father to stand by me when I needed 
him most . . . my arrival at the school... 

I remember my mother only vaguely, 
but I recall that my life was happy and gay 
while she was around. Even my strict, 
Bible-reading father smiled now and then 
| and joined in the fun. Then Mother died, 
and life was never the same for me. Pa 
turned sour on the whole world and the 
older I grew the more time I spent playing 
alone with my dolls, withdrawing farther 
and farther into myself. 

Then Pa took in a housekeeper, a stout, 
sloppy woman who was supposed to look 
after me. Her name was Lila, and from the 


very beginning we didn’t get along. She 
would loll around the house all day, gos- 


siping with her friends, then when Pa came 
home, would blame me because the house 
wasn’t straightened up or the dinner ready. 

“T can’t do a thing with Gloria,” 
whine. “That girl is just too trifling!” 

Then Pa would lecture me. “You're get- 
ting to be a big girl now, Gloria, big enough 
to help Lila keep things in order.” 

If I tried to explain how things were, 
he’d cut me off and shut himself up in the 
living room with his Bible. One day, Lila 
told such a big lie about me I got so angry 
that before I knew it I was climbing all over 
her. Pa pulled me off her and his rough 
palm smacked against my cheek and [| 
reeled back against the wall. 

I was so shocked and humiliated I 
couldn’t even cry. It was the first time Pa 
had even hit me, and right then I hated 
him and Lila so much it left a bitter taste 
inmy mouth. After that, I just didn’t care 
any more. I started to “run wild,” as Lila 
and the neighbors later testified in court. 

I was only 14 years old at the time, but I 
was well developed for my age. The soft 
curves of my body were fast maturing into 
womanly ripeness and I was often mistaken 
for a young woman of 18. I guess the fact 
that I didn’t do a lot of girlish giggling 
helped give the impression that I was older 
than I really was. 

Anyway, I soon started running with a 
bunch of fellows and girls who were older 
than I, knowing that if word got back to Pa 
and Lila the fussing couldn’t be much worse 
than when I was really trying to do right. 

I had to be in the house every night at 
nine, but it didn’t take long for me to dis- 
cover a way to get around this curfew. I’d 
dutifully go to my room and wait until the 
house was quiet. Then I would silently 
open the window and slip out of my ground 
floor bedroom. A few minutes later, by 
dodging down back streets and duc king 
through vacant lots, I’d be at the corner 
candy store which was the neighborhood 
hangout. 


she'd 


Those night time escapades were just 
innocent fun—in the beginning. But grad- 
































MEN CAN’T RESIST 
A CLEAR, LIGHT COMPLEXION 


she is to have such lovely, light skin! 


Do the men flock around you at a party? 
Or do they look you over and then—well 
Perhaps your 


—sort of overlook you? 


complexion is to blame. If so, just do this: 

Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
See for yourself what 
its 


or toilet counter. 


millions have already about 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
See how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
men look at you with new interest—and 


““How lucky 


proven 


causes women to exclaim, 


FOR OILY SKIN 
New Nadinola De Luxe 


Lightens 
: refi skin and lessens 
* - 

MApinol sh 75¢ and $1.25 


ine. 





FOR DRY SKIN 
The original, famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream 
is enriched with fine 
cosmelic oils. 75c and $1.25 





WANTED 


TO BE SET TO 
MUSIC 


* by America’s largest songwriters’ organi- 
* zation. Send poems for immediate con- 
* sideration. No obligation. Write today. 
* Phonograph Records Made 
FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 228 BEACON BLDG., BOSTON, MASS. 
EVERYDAY 


Pie 21 GREETINGS °"Y $00 


Plus Biggest Gift & Stationery Line, 400 Items 

| It’s easy! Friends and neighbors buy on sight 
when you have the biggest, most complete gifts 

and greetings line—actually 400 items, something 

for everybody. Make up to50c clear profit onevery 

| $1 box sensational 21-card TALL ag cards. 

- | Build profits with gifts, stationery, toys, wrap- 

| pings— plus generous Cash Bonus. FREE outfit, 
samples on approval. Clubs: buy now, pay later. 

a STYLE LINE GREETINGS 429LL Fifth Ave. $., Minneapolis, Minne 













” 


NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 

There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both guaranteed to satis- 
fy you completely or money back. Get 
NADINOLA today! NADINOLA, Paris, Tenn. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! 





Operate a Successful 


Dry Cleaning Business 


LEARN AT HOME! 


lf you want to get into a fine-paying 
business of your own, this may be the 
opportunity you've been seeking. Now 
you can learn at home to operate asuc- 
cessful Dry Cleaning business. ..or to 
qualify as a highly paid skilled worker. 


Write for FREE Literature 
Don't let lack of experience or educa- 
tion hold you back. These lessons are 
simple and easy to understand. You 
study in SPARE TIME and may enroll 
on our convenient time- payment plan. 
R , dry cl is a necessity. & 
If you want to go into a fast-growing, 
rofitable year-around business . . . ™~ 
RITE TODAY. ..send your name and address for FREE 
information about this new, LOW-COST COURSE. 


IMPERIAL SCHOOL OF DRY CLEANING 
1700 Touhy Ave., Dept. T, Chicago 26, Illinois 
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ually I began imitating the older girls in 
the bunch. I’d borrow lipstick from them, 
carefully scrubbing it off before I got back 
home, and I learned the trick of pinning 
my sweaters tightly in back in order to 
make my figure appear more alluring. 

I remember the first cigarette I tried to 

moke. All of the fellows and most of the 

girls who used the candy store as their 
meeting place smoked. This particular 
night we were all crowded around the juke 
box at the rear of the store listening to the 
latest rock and roll hits. 

Betty, a tall, lanky girl, pulled a pack of 
cigarettes from the pocket of her jeans and 
passed it around. When it got to me, I 
shook my head as if I were too busy con- 
centrating on the music to smoke. 

“What’s the matter?” sneered Betty. 
“Chicken?” 

“I’m just as game as you are!” I flared, 
aware that the whole bunch was watching 
to see if I would back down in the face of 
Betty’s challenge. Being “chicken” was the 
one unpardonable sin in their book. 

There was a breathless moment as Betty 
and I glared at each other. I knew I would 
have to prove myself, yet I didn’t want to 
give her the satisfaction of having me take 
one of her cigarettes. 

“Maybe she doesn’t like your brand of 
smokes, Betty,” I heard someone behind 
me say. I turned and saw a tall, good-look- 
ing boy smiling down at me. “Here, take 
one of mine,” he said, offering me his pack. 

\y fingers trembled as I stuck one of the 
cigarettes between my lips. All eyes were 
on me as I took my first puff, and although 
I almost choked, I gritted my teeth and 
refused to cough. 

The boy who had come to my rescue bent 
down and whispered, “Nice going, baby!” 
Then he took me by the arm and led me 
away from the crowd around the juke box. 

“You’re new around here,” he said, star- 
ing at me with eyes that seemed too hard 
for his young face. “Just move into town?” 

“Oh, P’ve been around,” I said airily. 

“Not in the right places, baby. But Ill 
take care of that. I’m Duke Mason. What’s 
your name?” he asked. 

[ told him and he invited me to have a 
coke with him. I drank it down hastily, 
keeping one eye on the clock on the wall. 
When I finished, I said, “Thanks, Duke. 
I’ve got to go now.” 

He slid off the stool and took my arm. 
“Okay, baby, I'll walk you home.” 

“No!” I quickly added, “Thanks, just the 
same. But my folks—” 

Duke smiled. “I get it. Okay, I'll see 
you tomorrow night, Gloria.” 

I hesitated. “Maybe—if I can make it.” 

“Be here!” 


. WAS AN ORDER and although there 

was something frightening about this 
good-looking, self-confident boy I’d just met 
[ knew [’d meet him the next night. And I 
did. Word quickly got around that I was 
“Duke’s girl,” and the other kids treated 
me like a big shot. 
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I began to go on petting parties with 
Duke and his pal, Bud, who had a jalopy. 
Sometimes Bud would have a girl with him 
when he stopped by for us; other times he’d 
pick up a girl along the way to the edge 
of town. Several times Duke got mad be- 
cause I drew the line at heavy petting, but 
I stuck to my guns. 

One night when I left the car about a 
block from my house, Duke leaned out the 
window and said, “I guess I really must be 
nuts about you, baby. Any other girl 
would’ve seen the last of me the first time 
she said ‘no!’” 

Inwardly, I was elated that Duke still 
liked me even though I refused to give in 
to him, but I held my breath and asked, 
“Are you putting me down, Duke?” 

He shook his head. “I don’t give up that 
easy, Gloria. I’m going to get you a pres- 
ent that'll make you forget all about those 
Sunday School ideas you’ve got!” 

For the next few nights I couldn’t get 
out of the house and so it wasn’t until the 
following week that I saw Duke again. I 
had forgotten all about the present he had 
promised me. It was enough for me to be 
out of the house and away from Lila’s con- 
stant nagging. 

But the moment I walked into the candy 
store, Duke came over, took my hand and 
led me into a corner. 

“Duke always delivers,” he said proudly, 
handing me a small package. “Where’ve 
you been? This thing has been burning a 
hole in my pocket for days!” 

I opened the package and saw an expen- 
sive-looking wrist watch. I glanced up 
quickly, wondering where on earth Duke 
managed to get such a valuable piece of 
jewelry. 

“It’s not hot—only slightly warm,” he 
laughed. “Go ahead, take it.” 

Reluctantly, I let Duke fasten the dia- 
mond-studded watch on my arm. Later, 
when all the confusion died down, it seemed 
as if that was some sort of signal. I barely 
had time to show the watch off to the kids 
standing around, when three husky, grim- 
faced men burst into the store. 

“All right, kids,” one of them com- 
manded, “line up against the wall.” 

“Hey, what is this?” Duke demanded, 
when one of the strangers shoved him half- 
way across the floor. “You guys looking for 
a fight?” 

It was then that they flashed their badges 
and several kids broke for the door. But a 
couple of uniformed cops blocked their 
escape. After a brief struggle we were 
lined up facing the wall and the only sound 
was the deep-bass thumping of the juke 
box in the corner. 

None of us knew what it was all about. 
At least, that’s what I thought until the 
whole story came out later—at my trial. 
I learned then for the first time that Duke’s 
friend, Bud, was the ringleader of a gang 
that was responsible for a long string of 
thefts and burglaries. The watch that Duke 
had gotten from his friend was part of the 
loot the gang had stolen. 


It was just my luck to be the only kid 
in the store who wasn’t “clean.” The cops 
spotted the expensive watch on my arm 
right away and they took me to one side, 

“All right, girlie,” one of them demanded, 
“where'd you get it?” 

“Let go of me!” I shouted, fighting back 
the tears that leaped into my eyes. “You've 
got no right to shove people around!” 

“Just tell us where you got that watch,” 
the cop insisted. 

“My father gave it to me,” I lied. And 
the moment the words were out of my 
mouth I realized my mistake. Yet, I couldn't 
tell them the truth; that would have been 
against the code. Besides, I was Duke's 
girl, and as the police led me out to the 
squad car, I was confident that somehow 
Duke would get me out of the jam I was in, 

But I hadn’t counted on Lila’s spiteful. 
ness. Lately I had been defying her more 
and more openly, so when the cops brought 
me home that evening, it gave her a perfect 
chance to strike back at me. 

The first thing she did was to assure the 
police that I was lying about the watch. 

“However she got it, you can believe me 
when I tell you it wasn’t honest, officer,” 
Lila said. “This girl is nothing but a head. 
ache to her father and me. She’s gone hog. 
wild, chasing after those no-good friends 
of hers!” 

After that, everything happened so fast 
that it was just a blur as I lay in my cell 
and tried to recall the events that landed 
me in the reform school. I was taken toa 
juvenile detention home and didn’t see my 
father, Duke, or any other familiar face 
until I was brought into juvenile court. 

Lila did all the talking, telling the judge 
how I had been slipping out at night— 
something I didn’t think she knew about— 
and adding a few holier-than-thou remarks 
that made me sound like a real devil. My 
father just sat there, not saying anything 
or looking at me and that hurt me more 
than the worse things Lila was saying about 
me. 

The judge ruled that I was “incorrig- 
able” and since my parents could not con- 
trol me, I was sentenced to the state school 
for girls until I became of age. As they led 
me away, I turned to look at my father. For 
a moment, it seemed as if he would rush 
over and take me in his arms—as | longed 
for him to do—but Lila grabbed his arm 
and pulled him along with her, a ti 
umphant smile on her evil face. 

All that seemed a long time ago, as ! 
waited in my darkened cell. I had been 
dumped into a new and frightening world, 
but as the months and years passed, | 
learned everything about my new “home.” 

In fact, I had learned so much of the 
evil, the mismanagement and the dow? 
right cruelty that existed behind the high 
wire fence that I had gambled with my own 
freedom in order to let the people on the 
outside know what was going on. Only 
time would tell if my gamble had been in 
vain. 

I started learning the hard facts of re 
form school life the moment I arrived at the 
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State Vocational School for Girls. I was 
the youngest—and most frightened— -of the 
four girls who arrived that day. Janie, one 
of the other girls, seemed most uncon- 
cerned of all, even though she had been 
at the school once before. 

“It’s not so bad,” she told the rest of us 
as we waited in the big, empty reception 
“It’s real home-like—if you came 


room. 
she added 


from the kind of home I did!” 
with a bitter laugh. 

“Do they beat you here?” asked Sue, a 
tall. skinny girl who had been caught after 
running away from home. 

“Of course not! Not unless they can hit 
you where it won’t leave any marks,” Janie 
teased. “But take it from me, there are 
worse things than getting a beating.” 

Just then, the heavy door at the end of 
the room swung open and Janie warned 
in a harsh whisper, “Oh, oh! Here comes 
trouble with a capital “T’—Tubby Waters!” 


LOOKED UP and saw a broad, squat 

woman striding toward us, the cluster 
of keys hanging from her belt jangling with 
each swing of her thick arms. She had the 
kind of face that only a mother could love, 
and her small hard eyes were totally devoid 
of any expression. 

“Atten-tion!” she yelled, 
front of us. 

We snapped erect at her harsh command, 
but at that'moment the small bundle I was 
carrying slipped out of my hand and fell 
to the floor. I stooped to pick it up. 

It was the wrong thing to do. Before I 
could straighten up, Tubby was on top of 
me in a couple of quick steps and her fist 
caught my chin, jerking my head straight 
back. 

“I said attention!” she grated. 

Tears of pain welled up in my eyes and 
I opened my mouth to explain. But the 
back of her hand caught me flush on the 
lips. 

“And no back talk!” 

She glared at me for a moment, then 
walked along the line, peering closely at 
each girl. She read us a lecture about how 
we were at State Vocational because we 
needed help and how she was there to see 
that we got it. If we were cooperative, she 
said, we'd have no trouble; might even get 
to like it. But if we tried to be smart alecs 
she’d have to get tough. 

When she finished, we were taken to the 
locker room where we had to shower in 
luke warm water and scrub ourselves with 
stiff brushes and bars of cheap laundry 
soap. Then we were given faded denim 
dresses—the School’s “uniform”—and as- 
signed to our quarters. 

The dormitory, which I shared with 30 
other girls was not too bad, but as it turned 
out, | was not to enjoy these rather pleas- 
ant surroundings for long. As Janie had 
said, Tubby Waters was trouble with 
capital “T.” 

The first thing I learned at State was 
that the place was hopelessly overcrowded. 
There were several cottages scattered about 


stopping in 


the grounds. each with its own dormitory, 
dining room and recreation room. A cot- 
tage “mother” supervised the girls and if 
you were lucky enough to get a good one, 
life at State could be almost bearable. 

In the main building were rooms that 
were large enough for half a dozen girls, 
but only those who were close to the end 
of their sentences were entitled to stay in 
these. For the real incorrigibles. there were 
cells, similar to the one where I’d spent the 
last two weeks. 

Another thing I soon learned was that 


tough as Tubby Waters was. there was a 


small handful of girls who were even 
tougher. Waters was smart enough not to 


tangle with them, but used them to help her 
keep discipline. In return, she gave them 
certain privileges the rest of us didn’t have. 

Most of these girls were for serious 
offenses and had long terms to serve, and 
they lived in a cottage that was set apart 
from the others. 

For the first few weeks I hoped for some 
word from Duke. I even had visions of a 
surprise visit from my father. But as the 
days passed, it became clear that I had been 
forgotten, like so many other girls at State. 

Mrs. Evans, my cottage “mother” was a 
kindly woman who had the interest of “her 
girls” at heart. She often gave us advice 
and encouraged us to stay out of trouble. 

Nee pretty hard to do,” I told her one 
day, “Especially with guards like Tubby 
around. I mean, Miss Waters,” I hastily 
added. 

Mrs. Evans patted my hand. “You'll find 
that very few things in this world are easy, 
Gloria.” she said. “I agree that Miss Waters 
has her own ideas about how to handle you 
girls. All I can say is treat her respect- 
fully because she does represent authority 
here.” 

“T know, but it seems as if she just goes 
around looking for the tiniest excuse to put 
a girl ‘on report.’” I gritted my teeth. “If 
I had to work for her in the storeroom, I'd 
‘blow’!” 

Putting a girl “on report” for an infrac- 
tion of rules meant that all privileges were 
cancelled and working at hard labor— 
usually for Tubby. “Blow” meant running 
away—or at least, trying to. 

Mrs. Evans frowned and shook her head. 
“You’ve been here long enough to know 
you couldn’t succeed, Gloria,” she said. 
“You'd be caught before you could get to 
the highway and put in a disciplinary cell. 
No, that wouldn’t solve anything. If you’re 
wise, you'll follow rules and try to get out 
of here as soon as possible—through the 
front gate.” 

In the weeks and months that followed I 
learned that you can get used to almost 
At least the monotony and lone- 
liness were not so hard to take after a 
while. Thing might have gone along 
smoothly until I was ready to leave if I 
hadn’t had a run-in with one of Tubby’s 
girls. 

I had heard about some of the girls in 
Tubby’s cottage—which we called “Head- 
quarters,”—just a word here and there 
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about how they forced other girls to do 
their bidding. I had managed to steer clear 
of them, but one day a slim, muscular girl 
named Toni approached me in the recrea- 
tion hall of the main building, where movies 
were shown once a week. 

“Cigarette?” she asked, holding out a 
newly-opened pack. 

I shook my head, wondering how she 
managed to have a whole pack when only 
three cigarettes a day were doled out to 
the girls who smoked. Then I remembered 
that the rules didn’t always apply to the 
girls who lived at Headquarters. 

“IT guess you know who I am,” Toni said, 
lighting a smoke and moving closer to me. 
“I’ve got a lot of pull around here. You 
work in the laundry. Right?” 

I nodded, wondering what she was get- 
ting at. 

“How'd you like a softer job?” Toni 
asked. “Maybe even move into Headquar- 
ters?” 

“No thanks,” I said, edging away. 

“Look, don’t be a square, Gloria,” she 
told me. “I’ve had my eye on you and if 
you're wise you'll be nice to me. How 
about it?” 

Before I could say anything, the buzzer 
sounded for the start of the movies. So I 
brushed past Toni and hurried to the side 
of the “rec” hall where the folding chairs 
were stacked. We had to set up our own 
seats, each girl taking a chair and forming 
rows across the big room. When the signal 
was given, we unfolded the chairs and sat 
down to enjoy the one bit of real.entertain- 
ment and relaxation in our otherwise bare, 
monotonous existence. 

Any girl would gladly have pulled dou- 
ble duty at the dirtiest job rather than lose 
movie privileges. Girls “‘on report” and of 
course those in solitary were not allowed 
to see the weekly show. 

It was not until I took my place in line, 
with my chair in front of me that I noticed 
that standing right beside me was Toni. I 
wanted to move to another spot, but al- 
ready Tubby was inspecting each row with 
her eagle eye, just watching for a chance 
to put someone on report. So I kept my 
place and when we sat down I tried to sit 
as far away from Toni as possible. 

But the moment the lights went out, she 
started pestering me. She had a way of 
talking in a low voice without moving her 
lips. Toni kept telling me how dumb I’d 
be if I turned down her offer of friendship. 
But I was positive I didn’t want her brand 
of “friendship” and I tried to ignore her. 
Finally, I couldn’t stand her chatter any 
longer. 

“Hush!” I whispered. “I want to listen 
to the movie.” 

“You listen to me, b——h!” Toni hissed. 

“Oh, why don’t you get lost?” I mut- 
tered, concentrating on the movie. 

The next thing I knew, Toni grabbed the 
fleshy part of my thigh with her fingers 
and gave a vicious twist. The pain was so 
sharp and so unsuspected that I jumped 
and let out a yelp. The rickety folding chair 
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slipped out from under me and I went down 
on the floor in a heap. 

Immediately, the lights flashed on and 
there I was, trying to struggle to my feet, 
while Tubby stood over me, her gimlet eyes 
boring into mine. She reached down and 
grabbed me by the hair and jerked me to 
my feet. There were titters and a few gasps 
of sympathy as she marched me down the 
aisle and out of the Rec hall. 

“TI knew you’d mess up sooner or later,” 
Tubby chuckled as she steered me towards 
the superintendent’s office. “You and your 
high and mighty airs!” 

Tearfully, I tried to explain what had 
happened, but I might as well have saved 
my breath. And when Tubby got through 
giving the superintendent a twisted version 
of what had happened, I knew it was hope- 
less. From what little I'd seen of Miss War- 
wick, the super, she seemed to be nice 
enough, but it was clear that she was domi- 
nated by Tubby Waters, just as every one 
else at State was. 

“Too bad, Gloria,”” Miss Warwick said, 
“but this is a very serious charge. “You’ve 
had such a good record, too. I’m afraid Ill 
have to revoke your privileges.” 

“But, Miss Warwick—” I cried. 

“That will be all!” she said with cold 
finality. 


HAT NIGHT, I found out what it was 

like in solitary. I thought I’d go nuts, 
cooped up in that tiny cell with nothing in 
it but a lumpy mattress on the floor and a 
thin blanket to cover me. Somehow, though, 
I made it through the night, but I was a 
total wreck by morning. 

After a breakfast of steaming hot, watery 
coffee and a bowl of thick oatmeal, I was 
taken to the storeroom, where I was to 
work. The huge building where food and 
supplies were kept was Tubby’s domain. I 
found out that this was where she really 
showed who was boss. 

I was put to work lifting and shoving 
sacks of sugar and big boxes of canned 
goods. There wasn’t a moment’s rest from 
7 a.m. until noon, when we had half an 
hour for lunch. Then back to work until 
dinner time at 5. I saw sick girls, hungry 
girls doing the work of men, and Tubby 
didn’t hesitate to use the doubled-up belt 
she carried in her hand when she thought 
a girl was stalling. 

One girl we called Tiny, who couldn’t 
have weighed over 100 pounds, had a really 
rough time of it. She kept complaining of 
pains in her back, but Tubby just laughed 
and asked her why she didn’t think of her 
back when she got into trouble with a boy 
back home. 

I learned about more than Tubby Wa- 
ters’ cruelty during my stay in the store- 
room. For one thing, I saw crates of food, 
fresh fruits and vegetables, that never 
reached the dining room tables. Yet, each 
time a new delivery was made, there’d be 
room to put the new boxes. That food was 
going somewhere—but not into the stom- 
achs of the girls at State. 


I was due to be relieved of “hard duty’ 
in the storeroom after a month, but Tubby 
managed to get me transferred permanen, 
ly to her squad. I no longer had to stay jy 
solitary, but my place had been taken jy 
my old cottage with Mrs. Evans. I almog 
died when I was assigned to Headquarter, 
but there was nothing to do but obey order 

The first person I saw when I took my 
pitifully few personal belongings to my ney 
“home” was Toni, who was seated on the 
porch with a young, vacant-eyed girl. 

“Well, look what the cat dragged in!” 
Toni laughed when she saw me. “I guex 
they don’t care who they let into Headquar. 
ters any more.” 

I ignored her, but as I pushed throug) 
the front door, she said spitefully, “Late, 
for you, chick! I’ve got me a new friend,” 

Headquarters was even worse than [ 
heard. Strict though she was with the reg 
of the inmates, Tubby let her girls get away 
with everything short of murder. Some of 
them specialized in stealing from othe 
girls; others got money, candy and cigar. 
ettes by threatening bodily harm; and mog 
of them got out of working by making other 
girls do their work for them. 

The more I saw and heard, the more &. 
termined I became to try and do somethin; 
to help girls like myself, who were th 
helpless victims of these toughs. But ther 
was nothing I could do. 

I noticed that once a month, Tubby 
would leave the cottage about midnight 
taking a bunch of girls with her. One night 
I climbed out of bed and followed them. 
They went to the storeroom, and workin; 
in the dark, loaded crates of food into: 
small truck parked at the loading platform. 
It took me but a moment to realize that | 
had discovered where all the good food we 
didn’t get was going. 

But the days 
changed. I was bursting to tell someon 
about what I’d seen, but I was afraid t 
trust anybody—even Mrs. Evans, who! 
been so nice to me. Finally, as the end 0! 
my term approached, I made up my mini 
that nothing would ever be done to sto 
Tubby. All I had to do was keep out of he 
way and concentrate on getting out m 
schedule. ° 

But then, something happened that mat 
me forget my decision not to interfere with 
Tubby and her gang of thieves. 

One day, just before lunch, Tiny com 
plained more than usual about the pains it 
her back. She was helping me lift a ba 
of canned peaches when she _ suddenly 
moaned and slumped to the floor. I ran t 
get Tubby, while one of the other girls heli 
Tiny’s head in her lap. 

I brought Tubby back to where the sid 
girl lay. 

“We'd better get her to the infirmary, 
I said. 

“You keep out of this!” Tubby growled 
“This girl will be all right in a little while 
Personally, I think she’s just stalling.” 

“But she’s sick!” I cried. 

Tubby whirled on me. “I’m warning yo 
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—stay out of this! Now, get back to work, 
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- all of you,”’ she ordered. 
ubby Just then, Tiny moaned again. Without | 
anen-— thinking. I dashed out of the storeroom, 
% af ignoring Tubby’s shouts. I ran all the way 
Zs inf to the main building and told Miss War- 
almost wick what had happened. She phoned for 
an the ambulance to pick up Tiny. and only pence 
7 et.f then did I realize what I’d be in for after 
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I’m happy to say that after it was all 
over. Tubby was fired and arrested for di- 
verting State-owned property. Mrs. War- 
wick was demoted and Miss Evans was 
made superintendent. Tiny eventually re- 
covered, and I was released from State. 

I don’t say it’s the best place in the 
world now, but it’s ten times better than 


it was and I’m proud of my small part in 
bringing about the change. 

I never saw the young guard who deliv- 
ered my note, even though it could have 
cost him his job. But whoever he is and 
wherever he is. he has the eternal gratitude 
of 400 “bad” girls at State and those like 
myself who left it and are going straight. 


THE END 





MAN HUNGRY 


(Continued from page 9) 


alley for a game, Dad, my step-mother and 


[.. We lacked a man to round out the 
team. Dad looked around, “There’s Alec, 
Mrs. Potter’s new chauffeur,” he said. “I'll 


call him over.” 

When Alec stepped up, taking me in 
from head to toe in a slow, appraising 
glance, I tossed my head and gave back 
as good as he sent. I knew I was a chal- 
lenge to most men in the off-the-shoulder 
peasant blouse and shorts I was wearing. 
It was fun to watch the expression on 
their faces and I was fully confident that 
I could withdraw at any time. It was fun 
until | was trapped in the web of my own 
pinning. Dad said, “Meet my daughter, 
Marvy, best bowler this side the rockies.” 

I widened my eyes, noting Alec’s slim 
figure, narrow, dark face with quick-mov- 
ing bright eyes and thin hands that seemed 
never to be still. I was not prepared for 
the strange thrill that surged through me 
at the touch of those flexible hands. I al- 
most forgot to let go. An excitement that 
tarted deep down inside me, fluttered its 
way upward on soft, butterfly wings, warm- 
ing me, making my throat swell with the 
quickening of my heart-beat. Something 
about Alec was so entrancingly different, 
it set off rockets inside my head. I had to 
find out what it was. 

Almost unconsciously, I twisted Jeff’s 
ring around on my finger so the pin-point 
diamond wouldn’t show. What had I ever 
seen in Jeff with his square jaw, his big, 
lumpy shoulders, that I had gotten myself 
engaged to him? Jeff never wasted time on 
idle talk. He’d made himself clear on our 
third date. 

“Know what I want?” he’d said almost 
brusquely, “A nice house in a quiet neigh- 
borhood with trees and a yard where kids 
can play. And a girl in a_ pink-ruffled 
apron to share it all—the right girl.” That 
was Jeff, plain, direct, and sure. He knew 
what he wanted. He was solid, depend- 
able, but he didn’t take your breath away. 

I wasn’t in any hurry to marry, I told 
him. I’d always done about as I pleased 
as far back as I could remember. When 
my step-mother fussed because I stayed 
out too late, I was quick at inventing in- 
cidents that might have caused my late- 
a flat tire, engine trouble—anything. 
Anything but the truth. Oh, I played 
around the edges of the fast crowd, but 
only around the edges, and Dad let me get 
away with it, smoothing things over when 
I got myself into jams. 
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ness 


Perhaps it was because I looked so 
much like my mother who had died when 
I was born, that Dad was so soft with me. 
“You’re only young once,” he’d say, wink- 
ing at me. So now all thoughts of Jeff 
slid right out of my mind and I allowed 
myself to be swept along this road of dan- 
gerous promise with a new and fascinating 
man. 

Almost from the beginning, I think, I 
was a little afraid of Alec. He had a mys- 
terious quality, half repellent, yet this ir- 
resistible attraction. this shattering ecstasy 
I felt in his presence, far out-weighed the 
feeble stir of alarm. He’d started my blood 
singing a lovely song, louder in my ears, 
and far sweeter than the still voice of cau- 
tion. I forgot my promise to Jeff, ignored 
the fact I knew nothing whatever about 
Alec, and lived only for the hours when 
he was near. 

After that first meeting, I was seeing 
him every night. With him beside me, 
driving through the beautiful wooded 
country roads, I felt that life for me was 
only just beginning. Alec sat against the 
far door, his elbow on the arm rest, smok- 
ing cigarettes. He talked of the wonderful 
far places he’d been, Florida, New York, 
London, South America. He’d been a cap- 
tain in the Air force, he said. I was 
thrilled, listening to him, except that I 
didn’t hear half of what he said. I drank 
in only the sound of his smooth, silken 
voice, deeply wishing he would take me 
in his arms and tell me he loved me. 

Soon my patience grew thin. One night 
I pulled out onto a side road and parked. 
I slid over and put my head on Alec’s 
shoulder. Now he’ll have to kiss me, I 
thought. And he did. His arms drew me 
against him and his mouth came down on 
mine, hard, almost brutal in its force. I 
kissed him back hungrily, until he pushed 
me away, his fingers digging into my 
shoulders like steel hooks, “We'd better 
go back,” he said, abruptly. 

I did not want to go. “You can’t treat 
me this way, Alec,” I said, suddenly tear- 
ful. “You'll never be rid of me.” 

That was the first time I saw Alec in a 
black rage. His narrow, dark face that could 
be so appealing, took only a second to be- 
come cruel. He swore. “Get this straight,” 
he said, “Fun is fun, but I’m not getting 
mixed up with you. Women spell trouble 
in big black letters; now let’s get started 
back to town.” 


Hurt and humiliated, I slammed the car 
into gear and drove at a reckless rate of 


speed. I turned a bad corner on two 
wheels and fought a losing battle with the 
bouncing machine. Alec’s hand clamped 
on the wheel, wrenched it out of my grasp 
barely in time to keep us from plunging 
down a steep embankment. With the ig. 
nition turned off, the car righted itself and 
rolled to a stop. Alec jerked me around 
and slapped my face—twice. Then he got 
out of the car and walked away without 
a backward glance. 

The following day I drove my car back 
to San Francisco and reported at the 
nurse’s registry for work. A week went by, 
I could not eat, nor sleep for thinking about 
Alec. Only during working hours could | 
put him temporarily out of my mind. | 
knew then that I could not hold out against 
my unreasoning infatuation for him, and 
at last. broken-spirited and miserable, | 
sent him my address. Then staying in 
every night, I waited in my small apart. 
ment for word from him. There was a 
letter from Jeff, forwarded from Highdale, 
which I did not even bother to open. Jef 
was the last person I wanted to see. 

Summer had turned to Fall and _ the 
night fogs were heavier now, darker, more 
smothering against my _ white-curtained 
window before I heard from Alec. 

When I saw him standing in my door, a 
smile lighting his fathomless dark eyes, 
felt the touch of his hands on my shoul- 
ders, his cool kiss on my burning lips, the 
old wild thrill raced through me, turning 
my bones to water, reducing me to a help- 
less pulp. I clung to him, my cheek 
pressed against his, sobbing out my heart. 
break and my loneliness. Alec could still 
do that to me. How could he be so casual, 
so controlled, when I was on fire with love 
for him, wanting him, aching to hear the 
love words he did not say? There was 
nothing I wouldn’t have done for him, had 
he asked. But Alec did not ask anything 
from me just then, he said, “Hi, Lovely. 
How about dinner?” 

“I’d love dinner,” I said shakily and 
dried my eyes on his breast pocket hand- 
kerchief. 


“Get into something glamorous and I'll} 


take you night-clubbing.” This was still 
different Alec, a smiling, light-hearted boy 
I’d never known before. How I loved him. 


W HILE I DRESSED in my blue strap 

less evening gown, I could hear him 
moving around in the living room and the 
tiny kitchen. “There’s wine in the cup 
board,” I called. Claret was as common 
at home as coffee. 

“Let it go,” he replied, coming to the 
bedroom door, “We'll celebrate with cham 
pagne later on.” Then he frowned as his 
busy eyes found Jeff’s framed photograph 
on my dresser top. “Who’s that?” his 
voice sounded suddenly sharp, metallic. 
“You fraternizing with cops?” He picked 
up the picture and studied it intently. 

“That was before I met you,” I snatched 
the photo out of his hand and dropped it 
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into the drawer, “You're jealous, I hope?” 

“Who? Me?” he laughed softly and 

changed the subject. “If you're ready, let’s 
go. The sky’s the limit tonight.” he pulled 
a racing form from the pocket of his fawn- 
colored gabardine suit coat, “The ponies 
have been good to me—three wins in a 
row. 
“That’s wonderful,” I said, although I 
knew very little about horse-racing. Every- 
thing was wonderful that night. The dinner 
at Penrod’s, the floor show and the danc- 
ing in Alec’s arms. Alec was free with 
money. The best of everything was only 
just good enough for us, he said. Sipping 
my champagne, I could not help thinking 
Jeff could never afford this kind of enter- 
tainment, even if he wanted to. Then as 
though reading my mind, Alec mentioned 
Jeff again, “This friend of yours. See him 
often?” 

“He’s nothing to me, absolutely nothing,” 
I declared, “Ill never see him again, 
Alec.” 

“No reason for that,” Alec remarked 
lightly, his restless fingers turning the 
wine-glass stem round and round, “It does 
no harm to have the law on your side.” 
He asked me all about Jeff; where his beat 
was, where he lived, what hours he came 
off duty, everything. 

“They change him around,” I said. “But 
Ican find out for you.” 

At my apartment house door, Alec kissed 
me gently, a quick, light kiss and _ said. 
“Don’t let your friend know about me. I 
have a good reason for wanting to know 
about him though.” 

Of course, I promised, “Where will I 
get in touch with you?” 

“Better let me check with you.” That 
closed look came into his face and I knew 
he wouldn’t say any more. If Alec had 
asked me to jump off the Golden Gate 
bridge I'd have done it. The next morn- 
ing before leaving for work, I called the 
house where Jeff boarded and left word 
that I was back in the city. Two days 
went by and I had not yet heard from 
Alec. It had begun to rain and my rest- 
lessness grew. All the mail I had was a 
single letter from Dad, a long rambling ac- 
count of how the food market safe had 
been robbed. He even enclosed a news- 
paper clipping. There were several sus- 
pects but no arrests. Then one cold, wet 
night on my way home from work, the 
drizzle slanting in my face, I bumped into 
Jeff. 

He loomed big and awkward in the re- 
cessed doorway of my apartment building. 
Beneath the stiff, black slicker he wore off- 
duty clothes. When he saw me his dark 
eyes lit up for a minute only to go imme- 
diately blank again. He said, “Hello, 
Marvy. When did you get back?” 

“Jeff!” I couldn’t go on. The peculiar 
look on his mouth made me feel as if the 
pavement had suddenly slipped out from 
beneath my feet. I hadn’t planned what 
I'd say to Jeff. I felt guilty about his let- 
ters I hadn’t answered. I dared not invite 
him up to my apartment, Alec might be 
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there. I’d given Alec the spare key so he 
could go up any time. Alec hated waiting 
for me on the street. And I couldn’t let 
Jeff just stand there. 

“Could we go have something to eat?” 
Jeff said, sensing my unease, “You look 
tired.” 

We ate at a small cafe down the street. 

Did you get my letter?” Jeff asked when 
the roast lamb was before us. I shook my 
head. That was a lie; the first of a long 
trail of lies, stretching drearily before my 
unwary feet. “Then I have news for you— 
I’m up for promotion.” 

At any other time I’d have told him how 
delighted I was and meant it, but now I 
didn’t care. I had to force the smile, the 
enthusiam I did not feel. “That’s fine, 
Jeff. I'm glad to hear it. When is it going 
to happen?” All at once I realized this 
was my chance to learn what Alec wanted 
to know about Jeff. 

In answer to my questions, Jeff said, 
“Tomorrow I go on night shift, four to 
twelve.” I was on day duty, I told him. 

“Then you'll have all your nights for 
he new guy with the blue convertible.” 

That struck me like a slap in the face. 
My temper flared, “The car is mine,” I 
lashed out at him. “Dad gave it to me and 
if you’re going to be possessive maybe I’d 
better not see you anymore.” 

“T like to keep what’s mine,” he said, 
1 stubborn line tightening his jaw. 

[ twisted his ring off my finger and 
hoved it across the table. “Keep that,” I 
napped, “it’s all yours. I haven’t any 
further use for a—padlock.” I got up and 
left him there. I half expected Jeff to fol- 
low me but he did not. 

It was Friday before I saw Alec again. 
[ could hardly wait to give him the infor- 
mation about Jeff. Jeff patrolled in a car 
vith a partner named Hernandez. I was 
careful to name the right streets. Alec 
said, 

“This work I’m doing is top-drawer se- 
ret. Ill need your help—if you’ve got 
the nerve.” 

[ was thrilled to think Alec needed me, 
trusted me. I’d read about secret investi- 
gators, “Is it for the Government, Alec?” 

‘No questions,” he said, frowning. 
“You'll have to follow instructions and 
keep your mouth shut, especially to your 
boy friend.” 

“T will, Alec. Oh, I will,” I was more 
in love with him every day. 

When Saturday night came I wanted to 
go dancing again, but Alec said, “This is 
the night we work—both of us.” I was be- 
side myself with excitement. We ate in 
the small cafe down the street, where Jeff 
and I had eaten a few nights previously. 
Later we drove around in my car until it 
was the right time and Alec told me ex- 
actly what I was to do. 

It was after eleven o’clock when I 
parked in a narrow, dim cross-street near 
an intersection where I could watch Main 
in both directions. Alec took his brief- 
case, got out and vanished into an alley. 
My heart was beating so loudly, I almost 


Q 
JO 


missed hearing the foot-falls on the pave- 
ment. When I did. I ground the starter of 
the car, as Alec had told me to do. The 
man, wearing some kind of shield on his 
shirt, walked on, trying doors to all the 
store buildings. He didn’t pay any atten- 
tion to me. It was a lonely place and I 
was beginning to wish myself away from 
there. I wished Alec would come back. 
This was on Jeff’s beat and I certainly did 
not want Jeff to see me there. 

After a small eternity Alec came. He 
pushed the briefcase in behind my legs on 
the floor and said, “I’ve got to go back,” 
and slid noiselessly back toward the alley 
again. 

He’d hardly gone when I caught sight of 
the Police prowl car. Jeff and Hernandez. 
They slowed and I started to grind the 
starter again. That was a mistake, for the 
car drew up and Jeff jumped out and 
came over. “Oh, it’s you,” he said won- 
deringly. “What’s the matter?” 

“My car stalled,” I cut in hurriedly. 
“I’m on my way home from a show.” Alec 
had told me to say that in case I was 
questioned. It did not sound very con- 
vincing. Quickly, I turned the ignition on 
and stepped down hard. The engine 
caught. 

“There you are,” Jeff said, “must have 
been something stuck in the gas line.” 

“II guess so,” I stammered, “I'll be 
all right now.” 

But Jeff insisted they trail me home. “It 
might happen again,” he said, “This is a 
bad district to be alone in.” 

There was nothing to do but drive on. 
When I parked in the lot behind the apart- 
ment house where we kept our cars, Jeff 
found the briefcase and carried it to the 
door for me. I thanked him and hurried 
inside. 


I WALKED the floor worrying about 

Alec. He would expect me to come 
back to pick him up, but I was afraid that 
Jeff might see me and I’d have no glib ex- 
planation for him this time. There came a 
light tap on my door and Alec stepped in- 
side. His face was drawn and he was 
breathing hard. “You made it.” His eyes 
picked out the briefcase on the davenport. 
“Did they suspect anything?” 

“No, I don’t believe so,” I said, “Jeff 
probably thought it was mine, my uniform 
and stuff. Did you get the—the papers 
you needed?” 

“Let’s get it out of sight, and not a word 
to a soul,” his voice quivered with sup- 
pressed excitement. 

“Better take it with you, Alec,” I said 
uneasily. I did not like the idea of being 
responsible for a thing so secret and valu- 
able. “I’m—I’m scared.” 

Without warning, Alec turned ugly. He 
grasped my arm in his gloved hand and 
it hurt where his fingers dug in. “I knew 
I shouldn’t have got mixed up with a 
woman,” he said through clenched teeth. 
“They always let you down.” His eyes 
bored into mine. “But I thought I could 


trust you. You're in love with me, re 
member?” 

“Don’t, Alec,” I whimpered, trying to 
pull away, “You’re hurting me.” 

He dropped my arm, picked up the 
briefcase and carried it into my bedroom, 
“T’ll be back for it in a couple days, then 
I'll tell you all about everything.” He 
seemed to have lost his anger as suddenly 
as it had flashed. 

I couldn’t keep back the tears. “Poor 
kid,” Alee said soothingly, “I’ve got a ter. 
rible temper but it doesn’t mean I’m mad 
at you—I’m crazy for you,” he gathered 
me into his arms. 

“I’m crazy about you too,” I sobbed, 
“only I don’t understand you—I never 
know what mood you'll be in.” 

He kissed my throat, my cheeks, and | 
turned my mouth to his in a kiss so deep 
—so very deep—anything could have hap. 
pened then—I wanted it to happen. But 
nothing did. 

Suddenly Alec’s hands gripped by shoul 
ders and he pushed me away. “I’ve got to 
leave,” he said, and moved to the door in 
that swift, noiseless step of his and was 
gone. I bit my lips until I tasted blood, 
Oh, my love, my love, my heart cried, why 
did you leave me? 

Later I was to be thankful that he had 
left like that, although I slept very little 
that night. It must have been after one 
when I heard the tapping at my door. | 
thought, with a thrill, there’s Alec. But it 
wasn’t Alec. It was Jeff. He pushed into 
the room, stiff-faced and tense. I'd never 
seen his eyes so hard. 

“What—what are you doing here at this 
hour?” I tried to make it sound casual, as 
I reached for my robe. 


“Just got off shift,” he said, shortly, [ 


“Marvy, while you were parked on Beal 
Street, trying to start your car, did you 
see anybody go into the alley? Or come 
out?” 

I shook my head and said I hadn’t no- 
ticed. That was another lie piled on top 
of all the others. 

“Did you hear any unusual noise, like a 
car backfire?” 

I had heard a muffled report, now that 
he mentioned it, but wild horses couldn't 
have pulled that admission out of me. 

Jeff stared at the floor a moment longer, 
then looked across at me as if he wanted 
to say something more, but changed his 
mind. 

The next morning two strange mel, 
plain-clothes Police Officers, came and 
searched my apartment. Fear stitched 
through me with a thousand sharp-pointed 
needles. They found the briefcase easily. 
They looked at me with cool, impersonal 
glances and one of them carefully wrapped 
the briefcase in newspapers. The other 
one said, “You’ll have to come with us, 
Miss Scott.” 

On stiff legs, I walked to the closet and 
took down my heavy brown coat, although 
the morning was clear and warm, I could 
scarcely keep my teeth from chattering 
with this icy wind blowing through my 
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pind. All the way down the two flights of 
gairs one of the men held my arm. He 
helped me into the back seat of a black 
dan parked at the curb and got in beside 
ne. “Where are you taking me?” I asked, 
my voice so faint I hardly heard it. 
“Police Headquarters,” he said briefly, 
and that is where they did take me. What 
followed was a nightmare that will remain 
indelibly stamped on my memory the rest 
of my life. We entered a smallish room, 
, calendar advertising a mortuary hung 
cookedly upon the grey concrete wall be- 
hind the officer seated at a big, battered 
olden oak desk. He raised his head to 
lok at us as we walked in. “We've got 
i.” one of the men said, and laid the brief- 
case on the desk. “They’re both in it, up 
to here.” 

“We'll see,” the desk sergeant sounded 
tired, “Sit down, Miss Scott.”” He reminded 
me of my dad, with his high, thin shoulders 
and wispy grey hair. Busy with papers on 
his desk, he did not say anything more for 
quite a while. I wondered what he would 
ask me and tried to think what I should 
answer. 

If only I knew where to contact Alec, I 
thought wildly. Alec could explain. It 
wasn’t for me to tell them that Alec had 
to break into an office and get certain 
papers in his investigations. I’d never let 
Alec down, no matter what. 

The teléphone on the desk rang. I 
jumped. The officer answered, then 
listened. When he hung up, he said, “How 
long have you known Jeff Cole?” 

It was a relief to talk about Jeff. I'd 
known him over a year. 

“You’re engaged to him, I understand?” 
I said yes. I did not want to have to ex- 
plain that we had quarreled about Alec. 
His next question caught me unawares. 
“Did you know what was in the briefcase 
he brought to your place last night?” 

I shook my head. 

“Did you know the man who put it in 
your car?” Again I said no, and that was 
the worst lie of all. “I want my dad,” I 
said, and could not keep back the tears. 
“I want my dad.” 

They let me telephone while they 
listened, but when at last I reached Dad 
over long-distance, all I told him was that 
I needed him badly and he’d probably find 
me in jail. He said he’d come right away, 
shouldn’t take him more than six hours. 
“Don’t answer any questions—tell them 
nothing. I’ll get a lawyer.” 

Tell nothing. Alec had said that too. 
Anyway, they did not question me any 
further. A large woman in a blue dress 
came and led me away into an elevator, 
and finally into a cage-like room with bare 
wooden benches set against heavy-mesh 
wire walls. The floor was of concrete and 
there was a strong odor of disinfectant 
and wet cement. Five other women of 












various ages occupied the benches. I did 
not look at them but they all stared at me. 
None of them spoke. 

It wasn’t until Dad arrived on the fol- 
lowing day that I fully realized what I had 
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your complexion the 
same way professional 
models do with Black and 
White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t 
cause blackheads), actu- 
ally checks skin oiliness, 
Make-up looks fresher, 
skin feels softer. 
@ For face powder that 


clings like mist, = 
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lipstick that stays 
on and on, 

look for the name 
Black and White 
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©*Was I thrilled when they selected 
me as a model waitress! The camera 
close-up test was a success, thanks 
to Black and White Vanishing 
Cream under my make-up. And 
thanks, too, to the professional 
model who told me to use it to hold 
make-up on longer, fresher and 
camera perfect.” 
Bette Finley 
New York, New York 
Remove make-up with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. Also soften skin with 
Black and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 






















Latest ALL-OVER FULL CAP 
for that GLAMOROUS Natural LOO W ERS 





8100 The Darling 
All-over Full Cap WIG 
Enchanting, latest 
feather cut all over wig. 
Soft. Easy to wear. 
Howard Original. 


check Cl $7595 | 


1425 Poodie Cut All- 
over full-cap WIG 
New vogue. Life-long 
weave. Natural look- 
ing. Easily redressed. 
All over wig. 


check Cc $9 495 


here here 
SEND NO MONEY... check wig wanted, mail 
entire ad with name and address (specify or send 
sample of hair color). Money-back GUARANTEE. 
HOWARD TRESSES, dept. AT-46 
N. YJ 
rere cl 


317 West 125th. ° a ae 
ist meas Gas Gabnes em Gtemane aneanw one 
















EX-RAY MIND! 
HYPNOTIZE, one glance. 
Amazing, fascinating Science. 
Guaranteed—$3.00. 
Regular postage 8c, Airmail 25c. 
J. WAMSTEKER 
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Post Office Ottery, Cape, South Africa 














PRAYER 


is a Tremendous Mighty Power! Are you facing diffi- 
cult Problems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? 
Love or Family Troubles? Are you Worried about 
someone dear te you? Is someone dear to you Drink- 
ing too Much? Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy— 
Discouraged? Would you like to have more Happiness, 
Success and “‘Good Fortune’’ in Life? 

If you have any of these Problems, or others like 
them. dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS— 
NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is 
helping thousands to glorious NEW happiness and joy! 
Whether you believe in PRAYER or not, this remark- 
able NEW WAY may bring a whole NEW world of hap- 
piness and joy to you—and very, very quickly, too! 

So don’t wait. dear friend. You will surely bless this 
day—so please don’t delay! Just clip this Message now 
and mail with your name. address & 3¢ stamp to LIFE- 
STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5202, Noroton, Conn. We 
will rush this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER 
and FAITH to you by AIR MAIL absolutely FREE! 











Our wholesale price 32 page catalog in- 
cludes everything used in millinery and 
ready to wear. Blocks, flowers. frames, 
wool felt, pellon and complete dress, suit 
and bridal supplies. Send 25c for catalog 
and you're in business. Your 25¢ re- 
funded on first order of $2.00. 


LOUIE MILLER SUPPLIES 








LOOK MANY YEARS YOUNGER 
TEMPORARY WRINKLE 
REMOVER—This is the 
sensational liquid that 
you heard beauty editors 
rave about. It won't banish —“e 
wrinkles forever BUT we - 

do say it will remove 
wrinkles for a period of 
yond s o 8 hours — 
(wonderful for that spe- 
cial date). Works instantly. After 


SPECIAL OFFER! Return this ad with $1 and receive 


a regular $2.50 bottle prepaid. 


LECHLER, 560-A Broadway, New York 
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No Classes To Attend 


Let's face the facts! High school 
graduates get the better job oppor- 
tunities . . . enjoy bigger incomes... 
are accepted socially. But lack of high 
school needn't hold you back any longer. 
Now you can get your high school diploma 
in spare time. Individual instruction and easy- 
to-follow lessons speed up your training and 
avoid wasting time. Take just the approved 
subjects you need for a diploma. Send coupon 
for FREE catalog NOW! 


WAYNE SCHOOL 
2527 Sheffield Avenue + Chicago 14 


| WAYNE SCHOOL 
2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, Ulinols 
Please send Catalog HAS-55 
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GRAY HAIRS need worry you no more 


Wm. J. Brandt’s 


LIQUID 


HAIR COLORER 
{WILL NOT TURN HAIR REDDISH | 


Will cover gray hair in 10 to 30 minutes so that you would not know it ever was gray. It is liquid. 
One application with a tooth brush or swab does it. No pack. No mess. 

ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME. You save time and money! No one will suspect 
your hair has been dyed. Leaves it soft and lustrous—no dead color—no streaks—no spots— 
just a uniform color, if properly applied. 

If WILL NOT RUB OFFI stays on yang months. Shampooing, sea bathing, sun, per- 
manent waving, curling or iro thing takes if off. You can cover any gray, no 
matter how stubborn or how caused. BLACK. ‘stays BLACK. All colors stay put. 

WONDERFUL FOR TOUCHING UP. You can put it on just where needed. Can be used 
ever other dyes or where powdered hennas have been used. Women and men use Eau Denna 
fe advantage. 

DOES NOT INTERFERE WITH PERMANENT WAVING. full directions in each box in 
English and Spanish. CAUTION: Use as directed on label. Colors: Black, Dark Brown, Medium 
Brown, Light Brown, Drab, Blonde, Auburn. (in ordering, please state color desired.) Price per 
box $3 cash with order or $3.43 COD (Including Federal Tax.) Order thru your Dept. Store, Drug- 
gist or direct 
from us. Your 


HAIR SPECIALTY CO., Dept. T-2 Not Etely St 
112 East 23rd St., New York 10,N.Y. | 


Cut this ad out now and save for future reference. 
































CHILDLESS 


WIVES wisn BABIES! 


Send 3c stamp for information concerning simple 
easy-to-follow ovulation method which has suc- 
ceeded in %ths of cases tested. 

WARNER COMPANY. Dept. D 

500 Robert St. St. Paul 1, Minn. 








| DOUBLED MY INCOME - 
A 


As 
CUSTOM 


UPHOLSTERER’ 


an unskilled porter with no mechanical abil- 
my future wasn’t very bright. Things have 








MAKE $50-$60 A WEEK 


You can learn practical nursing at home 


ged since I took UTS Training. Now, I am a in spare time. Course endorsed by phy- 

ed upholsterer, employed by one of the best sicians, Thousands of graduates, 57th 

upholstery shops in this city. My salary re: ay eae has ae ee 

ibled in the two years I’ve been on this job.” pur bone iemutiiaent tactnden. asa. 

Al Simon women 18 to 60. High school not 

WHAT DO YOU WANT? A Steady Job—Your required. Easy tuition payments. Trial plan. Write today. 
Own Business—Substantial Sparetime Earnings— CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 


? Dept. 772, 25 East Jackson Blvd., Chicago 4, III. 
A Better Future? They're all waiting for YOU in Please send free booklet and 16 sample iesson pages. 


the Big Opportunity Field of Custom Furniture yang 
Upholstery. : City ee ae 
(OMI in spare time, you can learn this profitable ———————— 


asily quickly, just as Al Simon and other 
y Trades School graduates have done. Trained 
rs are scarce. You can earn as you learn to 
7 








od money all year ‘round at home, in your own 
r in a well-paid job. The practical N. Y. State 
i UTS course teaches you professional custom 
e upholstery, reupholstery, slip cover, furniture 

repairs; window cornice, cushion and drapery 


DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness ruins Health, Happi- 
ness. Break — Drinking C ycle 
INEXPENSIVELY! 





Course includes FREE—ALL professional tools, “ aot 
frames, materials, fabrics to make beautiful up- Use ALCOREM, the amazing liquid 
i furniture and slip covers—yours to keep or sell, ward ALL intoxicating drinks, Not 


classed as a permanent “‘cure,”” but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes mz any to turn 


BIG FREE BOOK—FREE SAMPLE LESSON 


is FREE SAMPLE LESSON—with this lesson which 
FR ae you ‘ll be able to repair the bottoms of 








hes, webbed benches, stools, dozens of things! from liquor. May be taken in SECRET. A few drops of 
Accept this DELUX E 36 page PICTURE BOOK (108 illus- this wonderful ALCOREM eliminates desire for more 
aes J iatetacer es Vabout this expanding’ B. snpapennn ot alcohol. GUARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
tunity fiel 17 ways to MAKE MONEY in upholstery! tre eume nt is recognized by Medical Authority. 
READ ALL ABOUT IT in FREE BOOK! NO OBLIGATION— ALCOREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
WRITE TODAY! Training in N. Schoo! also available. pe tare not cause excessive time out from work or 
Us holstery Bef School, Dept. EB-101- -05S, 721 Broadway, | social duties. One happy ALCOREM user writes: 
w York 3, | **PLEASE SEND ME MORE WONDERFUL 





| ALCOREM AT ONCE FOR A FRIEND WHOIS A 

APPROVED FOR VETERANS BEAVY DRINKER. I BOUGHT FROM YOU BE- 

RE AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
i... eetitional help we send . 

Dept, EB-101-05, FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 

721 Broadway, N. y 2. 0. v [| Special Formula capsules to help nervous and digestive 

Please send me FREE book with systems. Also FREE WEIGHT CHART to guide re- 


FREE sample lesson. No obligation, 
No salesman will ca | | formed drinker to proper weight. 


O Home Study UN. ¥. School | | DO NOT DELAY e enoer ALCOREM NOW 















Name . SATISFACTION OR BA . We rush 
gee eee ee | ALCOREM, PINKIES, Ween ,) &. in Paik wrapper. 
COCCCoeroecreecoeoses o, postman $4.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 

Teaiceayeaan 6 City.--...... Zone -State aeaiaiate | 55c in C.O.D. and postage, send $4.95 with order. 


! | MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. R-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST. CHICAGO 5, ILL. 
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done to Jeff. Dad brought a lawyer, ayj 

bailed me out. It was from the pape, 

that I learned that Jeff had been arrest 
for robbery. Rabbery! Accused by fiance 
the paper read. But I hadn’t accused Je 

of anything! Or had I? I recalled 4, 

questions, the twisted questions I had ny 

fully understood. The briefcase had eo, 

tained packets of money, stolen from , 

market on Main Street. I had not know 

that and certainly Jeff hadn’t known j 

either. 

Back in my apartment, I told Dad anj 
the lawyer all about myself and Ale. 
starting from the beginning when Ale 
came to San Francisco. The lawyer, 
name was Russell, a fat man of middle ag: 
with a serious round face, and from tim 
to time he made notes in a small book ly 
carried. I was crying when I got through, 

Dad patted my shoulder. “Look, Many, 
this Alec guy, he was a wrong one. Had, 
dozen aliases. He robbed the market jy 
Highdale just like he robbed this one.” 
He’d hit the watchman on the head, back 
there in the alley, to get him out of the 
way, Dad said, and as he talked I could 
see it all very plainly. Alec had taken ad. 
vantage of my infatuation for him to get 
my help in this robbery. I hadn’t even 
questioned him. He’d picked a place on 
Jeff’s beat because he figured that if Jef 
should see me parked there, he wouldn't 
be suspicious—not of me, and he wouldn't 
report it if he thought I’'d been mixed up 
in a robbery—and with me grinding the 
starter, Alec was warned that someone 
was coming, so he could keep still and 
out of sight. 

He’d had everything pretty well worked 
out, only he’d made a few slips—the 
watchman hadn’t been killed. He’d man- 
aged to crawl to a telephone. Alec was 
caught. of course, and I was glad. 

I wish I could stop here and _ pretend 
that no more trouble came of it, but | 
must tell it all, with all the pain and dis 
grace and agony I went through, the suf- 
fering I caused to others. And I'll carry 
the scars of that ordeal all the days of 
my life. 

In spite of Dad’s efforts to get me out 
of it, I had to stand trial. In my testimony 
I told the whole sordid truth about myself 
—it was the only thing I could do to try 
to make it up to Jeff for all he had suf 
fered. I cannot bear even now to go into 
the details of that trial and what followed, 
for the verdict, when it came, was Guilty! 
I was given a year in jail. 

Jeff resigned from the Force under a 
cloud—that was a bitter thing for him be- 
cause police work was his whole life. He 
loved every phase of it, and I with my lies 
and disloyalty, my chasing after thrills, 
had torn it from him. The judge should 
have given me twenty years for that alone, 
for it is a terrible thing to cut a man’s 
dreams out from under him—an_ unfor- 
giveable sin. 


W HEN AT LAST that year in jail was 
up—that endless-seeming _ twelve 
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months, I’d paid not only my debt to so- 
ciety, I'd also paid for my folly. I realized 
that what I had felt for Alec wasn’t real 
love, but rather the unbridled, physical 
side—a shameful passion. And yet I am 
gateful to him for teaching me that | 
couldn’t have the world on a string—it 
was a bitter lesson, but I am a wiser per- 
son for it. 

It helps me face spiteful neighbors who 
whispered behind their hands—that I'd 
had it coming. But my dad didn’t deserve 
it-the disgrace, the broken pride in his 
daughter. I try to help him with his books. 
I'm so glad to be home once more where 


the air is pure and clean and in time I 
hope my old friends will again accept me. 
My step-mother has softened toward me 
and is teaching me to cook. but [ still 
carry the scars of my wrong-doing. So I’ve 
set it all down, for some other girl. who 
may be tempted away from the right way, 
to read and be warned. 

Today I had a letter from Jeff 
almost afraid to it. He 
coming to see me and that he has great 
the best news he can have for me 


I was 


open says he’s 








Shameless Love 


(Continued from page 39) 


busily gathering up the dinner dishes. As 
he came to my end of the table, he looked 
up and our eyes met and held momen- 
tarilly. I was unprepared for the sudden 
desire that stabbed through me. A fluid 
weakness possessed my whole body and the 
hunger to throw myself into his arms was 
almost overpowering. Closing my eyes, 
breathing hard against the slow, heavy 
thud of my heart, I held tightly to the back 
of the chair until I had mastered myself 
somewhat and when I opened my eyes 
again, Steve had gone into the kitchen. 

I climbed the stairs as if in a dream. 
Hands trembling, brain racing, I un- 
dressed for bed, unable to understand my 
emotions. I only knew that for an instant 
I had been seized with an exciting, throb- 
bing want I had never felt before and for 
a man that was not... not all white! 
What was this thing... this wildness . - . 
that had come over me? I asked myself. 
Was there something unclean and pervert- 
ed about me? 

That night, for the first time in many 
years, I knelt at my bedside and prayed 
for the power to be good. 

I did not see Steve much after that. 
When I did, we were both ill at ease. Steve 
only stayed on because of Aunt Minnie 
and we both knew she couldn’t last much 


longer. 
Now and then, out of sheer boredom, I 
went out with one or the other of the 


young men of the town, but I was begin- 
ning to be quite critical of them. Although 
I tried to keep him out of my thoughts, I 
found myself comparing them unfavorably 
with Steve. In Cottonville, if you didn’t 
pet, you were not likely to get many dates, 
but you could sit back and wait until some 
eligible man decided it was time for him 
to marry a respectable girl. Maybe it 
would be you. If you did pet, men were 
always calling you, but you acquired a 
bad reputation, because the town was 
small enough for them to brag of their 
conquests. 

Barney Collins had been calling me for 
dates regularly for some time. He was a 
large, handsome, young man, more ego- 
tistical than I liked, but he could be nice 


news 

is that he’s been reinstated in the Police 
Force—and that I am reinstated in his 
heart—that would be heaven. THE END 
and a lot of fun when he wanted. I had 


always been able to handle him pretty well 
and there had never been between us more 
than an occasional good night kiss, but 
from his steady attendance on me of late, 
I was beginning to think he might be seri- 
ous. A month or so before. I might have 
encouraged him, but I was unable to work 
up any interest in him lately. A few days 
after Steve and I had dinner together, 
Barney called me for a date, and I accept- 
ed. Maybe it would get my mind off Steve. 
I had been thinking about him, in spite of 
myself, but I knew I shouldn’t. 

Barney and I went to the movies and 
afterwards drove around until I told him it 
was time to go home. There’s not much 
else to do in Cottonville. When we stopped 
in front of the house, he switched off the 
lights. 

I put my hand on the door handle and 
said, “Thanks, Barney, it was nice.” 

Before I could get out, he had thrown 
his arm around my shoulder. 

“Not yet, Shannon, not yet. How about 
a little good night kiss?” 

I pulled away. I had been afraid of that. 

“Now, Barney. Not tonight.” 

The pressure of his arm increased and 
he pulled me back toward him. 

“Just one, honey. One little old kiss 
won't hurt you and itll send me home 
happy.” 

I sighed. Oh well, what was the harm 
in a kiss? It seemed an unpleasant obli- 
gation tonight, but it would be worth it to 
get out of the car. I held up my lips. 

I must have yielded too easily. He 
wrapped his strong arms around me and 
dragged me to him in a long, smothering 
kiss. His hands began questing over my 
body. I fought them, with all my strength, 
and when at last I tore loose from him, I 
quickly opened the door, angry and pant- 


ing. He reached for me again but I 
struck his hand away, infuriated. 
“Don’t touch me, Barney. Don’t ever 


touch me again. You make me sick.” 
An ugly sneer distorted his face. 
“Go on then,” he said, with a 
laugh. “You’re not so nice. You may be 


short 
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I’ll Show You How to Make 
BIG MONEY the First Hour! 
Get into a high-paying business without spend- 
ing a cent! I’ll rush you, absolutely FREE, a 

owerful Starting Business Outfit. It contains 

VERYTHING you need to start making ex- 
citing cash profits the first hour! 

As the Mason Shoe Counselor in your town, 
you can start taking easy orders the minute 
your Outfit arrives. You need no experience. 
I’ll show you how to add as much as $217.00 
EXTRA income a month for just 2 orders 
a day... how to take orders from friends, rela- 
tives, neighbors, folks where you work. 

EVERYONE wants comfortable shoes. Mason 
Air-Cushioned shoes are backed by the Good 
Housekeeping Guarantee Seal, have been ac- 
cepted for advertising by the American Med- 
ical Association. Some topnotch men have 
taken up to 20 orders their first day... earn- 
ing up to $10 an hour! 

NOT SOLD IN STORES! _ 
Mason Shoes are not sold in stores, so folks 
must buy from YOU and KEEP buying from 
you! You feature 160 dress, sport, work shoe 
styles for men, women... with such EXTRA 
features as Air Cushion innersoles, Steel Shanks, 
work soles of Neoprene, Cork, Cushion Neo- 
prene Crepe, Safety Shoes. 

You’ll run the best ‘“‘shoe store’’ business in 

town, because you actually ‘‘carry” a greater 
selection than a store. You draw on our stock 
of over 200,000 pairs in sizes 22 to 15, widths 
AAAA to EEEE. No need to substitute... 
folks get the style, size, width they order. No 
wonder you can expect fast profits! 
Rush Coupon for Your FREE Outfit! 
Start now! We will rush, absolutely FREE, 
EVERYTHING you need to start making 
money the first hour! Make the extra cash you 
need ...send the coupon TODAY! 
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able to fool some of the people around 
here, but not me... .” 

I didn’t listen further, but whirled and 
ran up the walk to the house. As I ran up 
the steps, the heel of my shoe caught, and 
[ felt myself hurtling forward. There was 
a terrific shock in my head and neck and 
the darkness was split with blinding 
flashes of light. After that, only darkness. 
My head had struck the banister of the 


porch. 


CAME TO myself cradled gently in 
some one’s arms, a soft crooning close 
to my ear. 

“Shannon, darling ... little Shan... 
someone murmured. 

Vaguely, it came to me that Steve was 
carrying me up the stairs and I felt as 
though I were floating in his strong arms. 
There was a brush of lips against my 
cheek and for the first time in my life, I 
thrilled to a kiss! Steve carried me into 
my room and laid me down gently on the 
bed. | opened my eyes and he was kneeling 
over me, his face above mine, anxious and 
troubled. 

“Shan . 
i€ el *-e Ei eg 

\s in a dream, I held up my arms and 
pulled him down to me. I felt in him the 
start of resistance, but with something like 
a sob, he relaxed, our lips met, and for a 
long, long moment burned together. Some- 
thing agonizingly sweet began to build up 
in my body and then all of a sudden shat- 
tered gently, and with it little tinkling 
thrills of ecstasy poured through me, 
slowly at first, then racing, wave upon 


” 


. » Miss Shan . . . how do you 


wave, 

Steve tore himself away at last, his face 
deathly pale, the violent beating of his 
heart showing plainly through his shirt. 
His breath came in short, deep gasps and 
his eyes stared at me, horror-stricken. 

“Shan... Shan...” he cried, softly, 
“this is madness . . . insane!” His face 
twisted in misery. 

\ thousand sharp needles danced in my 
brain and I moaned. 

“Oh, Steve . . . my head hurts... . 

I opened my eyes a moment and through 
the haze of pain I thought I saw Barney 
Collins staring in at us through the open 
bedroom door. The pain in my head made 
me close my eyes again and I could feel 


” 


the room beginning to whirl. Ages later, it 
seemed, I felt the sharp sting of a needle 
n my arm and the feel of something soft 
and cold on my head and that was all I 
remembered. 

It was late in the morning on the next 
day when I awakened. My head felt sore 
and throbbed slightly. When the room 
stopped moving around, I saw Steve, sit- 
ting in a chair next to the bed, watching 
me intently. He smiled. 

“That was a nasty bump you got last 
night, Miss Shan. I think you’re going to 
be all right, though.” 

His medical bag was open on the table. I 
remembered falling and my fingers ex- 
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plored my head. There was a sore bump 
on my forehead, but nothing more serious. 

“IT don’t think there is a concussion,” 
Steve said, “but stay in bed the rest of the 
day. You should be as good as new in a 
day or so.” 

He got up and closed his bag, not look- 
ing at me again. 

“Tl go down and make some coffee. 
That should help to clear your head.” 

“I had forgotten you were a doctor, 
Steve. Thanks for whatever you did.” 

I closed my eyes. The events of the night 
before were beginning to rush in on me 
and I could not look at him. I heard him 
step softly out of the room, the door clos- 
ing behind him. After he left. I got up 
and walked unsteadily to the closet and 
changed to a night gown and robe. Sitting 
there before the mirror at my dressing 
table. I considered myself. What had I 
done? What kind of a woman was I? How 
could my heart deny wrong in something 
that I had always been taught was wrong? 
Which my own mind told me was wrong? 
But I could not deny that my body ached 
for him and I knew I loved him . . . no 
matter whether it was right or wrong. And 
so I waited for his footstep on the stair, for 
I would deny my love no longer. 

Then I heard him coming up the stairs 
and my heart quickened. Come to me, 
come to me, come to me, my thoughts sang 
in happy monotony. He opened the door 
and came in with a tray of coffee and toast. 

“Miss Shan,” he said firmly when he 
saw me sitting at the dressing table, “I 
must insist that you stay in bed.” 

But I saw the blaze in his eyes and I 
knew that he, too, was thinking of the 
night before. 

“I know what’s best for you,” he said 
uneasily. 

“Do you, Steve?” I asked, deliberately 
provocative. 

His eyes flicked away from me and he 
began to pour the coffee. 

“Will you help me to the bed, Steve?” I 
asked. 

Instantly he was at my side. I arose, but 
at the touch of his arm around my waist, I 
turned to him and the passion which had 
been smoldering in both of us erupted into 
flame. He crushed me to him and I re- 
turned his embrace hungrily. 

“Shan... Shan... Oh, my darling 
.. .” he murmured, his lips burning in the 
hollow of my throat. I pressed myself to 
him, unable to control myself longer. 

“Take me, Steve ... take me...” I 
whispered, “. . . please .. . 

After that, earth and time and space’ 
merged in a moment of overwhelming bliss 
and my body, light as air, floated away 
into the darkness of sleep. 


” 


LONG TIME LATER, it seemed, I lay 

on the bed, contented and at peace. 
Steve had gone while I was asleep, and 
now, half awake, half dreaming, smiling to 
myself, I examined my soul. There was no 
shadow of shame, no shred of remorse. I 
did not care who Steve was or what he 





was, I would follow him to the ends of the 
earth and defy anyone to stop me. 

Suddenly I sat up in bed. Steve haq 
called me, urgency in his voice. Before | 
could get up, he burst into the room, his 
face pale and worried. 

“Shan, please call Dr. Burns quickly: 
It’s mother ... her heart... tell him 
to come right away!” 

I jumped from the bed and ran dowp. 
stairs to call, while Steve hurried back ty 
Aunt Minnie’s room. 

Dr. Burns came, but the skill of both of 
them could not save the tired old body, 
worn out by a lifetime of service to the 
needs of others. We had known it had ty 
come soon, but it did not lessen the hurt, 
We buried her in the small family ceme. 
tery, with only a few of her old friend; 
attending. I don’t think any of them knew 
then that Steve was Aunt Minnie’s son, 

x * * * x ¥ ¥ 

After the funeral, Steve went directly to 
town and I went home. Emotionally ex. 
hausted, I went to my room and rested, 
not thinking of anything. I was dozing 
when I heard him open the back door and 
come up the stairs. When he came to my 
door, he had a bag in his hands. He stood 
there. watching me with dark, troubled 
eyes. 

“T must leave, Shan,” he said. “TI can't 
begin to tell you how sorry I am about 
that has happened, but | 
helped myself... . You 


” 


everything 
couldn’t have 
see, I love you.... 

“But. Steve.” I cried, “I love you, too! 
Don’t be sorry and please don’t leave like 
this ... if you love me.” 

He dropped his eyes and shook his head. 

“We can’t be together, Shan. You know 
that. We can’t! There’s no life for us . . .” 

“T love you...” I began, but he cut 
me off. 

“Don’t say it, Shan... don’t. You 
can’t mean it... really. No matter how 
you feel now, you'll despise yourself later. 
I know more of the white man’s mind than 
he knows himself. I only hope that you 
will look back on this as something you 
couldn’t help . . . don’t be too hard on 
yourself, darling . . .” 

Sealding tears welled in my eyes. He 
was leaving . . . he had to leave . . . and 





I knew it would be forever. 

At that moment, we were startled by the 
sound of heavy footsteps on the stairs and 
before we understood what was happening, 
the County Sheriff, followed by two dep- 
uties and Barney Collins, tramped into the 
room. I was speechless with surprise. 

“Is this the man?” Sheriff Sawyer asked 
Barney, pointing at Steve. 

Barney nodded. The Sheriff frowned. 

“You've got your wires crossed, haven't 
you, Barney? This man’s whiter than you 
are.” 

“Sheriff, this is old Minnie’s son,” Bar 
ney argued. “Ask him... see if he de 
nies it.” 

Furious at the rudeness of their intr 
sion, I finally recovered my voice. 

“Sheriff Sawyer!” I asked angrily, 
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#What is the meaning of this? What right 
do you and these men have to break into 
my home like this?” 

“Now, now, Shannon,” the Sheriff said 
easily, “don’t get excited. This can all be 
explained . . .” 

“A lynching is what 
Barney broke in heatedly, 
ground with white girls.” 

Steve spoke for the first time. 

“Can’t we talk about this in the hall, 
sheriff? Miss Foster had a bad fall from 
which she hasn’t fully recovered. She 
shouldn’t get excited.” 

Barney leaped toward Steve, his face 
dark with rage. 

“Shut your mouth, you... 
spewed curses. 

The two deputies grabbed him. 

“Keep him quiet,” Sheriff Sawyer said. 
“I aim to get to the bottom of all this.” He 
turned to me. “Now, Miss, the night of 
your accident is what we want some ex- 
planation about.” 

It was only then that I remembered 
thinking I saw Barney Collins at the door 
of the bedroom, his eyes wide with aston- 
ishment. He must have left instantly for I 
had caught only a glimpse, but he had 
seen us! My mouth was dry and throat 
constricted. I told the sheriff that I had 
fallen and that Steve, being a doctor, had 
treated the injury to my head. 

“That’s all there is to it,” I said. “Now, 
what’s this all about?” I was bluffing and 
I hoped it would work, for Steve’s sake 
anyway. And I found I was thinking of 
myself, too. This would get out all over 
town. The scandal would be unbearable. 
“Well . . . There don’t seem to be any- 
thing wrong about that, Shannon,” the 
sheriff said. He fingered his watch chain 
clumsily and cleared his throat. “I hate to 
do it, but I’ve got to ask you, honey. Was 
there anything that went on between you 
and this Steve that night? No, wait... 
don’t answer yet. Barney here says he saw 
you fall on the steps before he left and 
saw this man pick you up. He says he got 
out of his car and followed y’all in and up 
the stairs. He says he saw you and this 
Steve . . . well, a-makin’ love. . . .” The 
sheriff's eyes dropped. “Now, what about 
it? I know you can explain it, honey.” 

I couldn’t look at him. I tried to speak 
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he'll get... 


“. .. fooling 
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His lips 
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and tell the truth. God knows I wanted to 
but the words just wouldn’t come. The 
conflicts raging in me and the emotional 
strain had pushed me to the breaking 
point. A rising tide of hysteria caught me 


in its grip. : 
“No...no!” I screamed. “It’s not 
true... it’s not...” and I collapsed in 


asobbing heap on the bed. 

Barney pushed forward again, the dep- 
uties holding him tightly by the arms. 

“She’s lying, Sheriff! I tell you I saw 
them! Why would I want to say so if I 
didn’t?” 

I raised my tear stained face to Steve 
and my heart broke within me. His face 
was bitter, but there was compassion in his 
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hair-dos . . . easy to swirl, curl and brush 
up or under! In new glamour-length hair- 
dos! Amazing Long-Aid helps relieve hair 
brittleness, ugly dandruff, itching scalp... 
dresses hair, conditions hair and scalp like 
nothing else! Check hair beauty you want 
below. Send coupon now for Long-Aid and 
I'll prove you can have lovelier hair in just 
3 days or it won’t cost you a penny! 


WHAT'S THE SECRET? 

It’s in the jar—that’s the secret! Long-Aid 
dresses hair . . . conditions hair and scalp 
like nothing else with 3 wonder-working 
ingredients. 

First, extra-rich lanolin relieves your dry 
thirsty scalp with nature’s own oil... helps 
hair look glamourously longer, softer, 
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covery coats every hair with a greaseless 
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new hair straighter ... helps keep hair 
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Third, miracle new K-7 kills certain scalp 
bacteria, helps relieve awful itching-irrita- 
tion. Helps keep hair fresh, clean-smelling. 
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eyes for me. Love for him flowed over me 
in a warm, enveloping wave and I was 
ashamed of the moment of weakness that 
had made me deny him. I loved him and I 
would tell the truth. He must have guessed 
my intention. He did not give me a chance 
to speak again. 

“Just come outside, Sheriff,” he said 
quietly, “and I'll tell you the whole story. 
Mr. Collins is telling the truth as far as 
he knows.” 

“Well. that’s better,” the sheriff said. 
“You just tell us right here and we’ll see 
how it sounds. Shannon can hear it.” 

Steve looked at me again. His eyes 
were pleading. Let me do this my way, 
they said. 

“It’s very simple,” he said, “but I can 
see how Mr. Collins might be confused. I 
picked Miss Shan up and brought her 
here. She was unconscious. After I laid 
her on the bed—I don’t know what made 
me do it—but I kissed her. She didn’t 
know anything about it. Then I was 
ashamed and I got my medicine case and 
treated her injury. That’s all there is to 
it, Sheriff.” His eyes never wavered from 
my face. “I’m entirely at fault. No blame 
should be attached to Miss Shan for some- 
thing she was unable to prevent.” 

The sheriff scratched his chin and 
peered at Steve. 

“So that’s the way it was? Barney, what 
about it?” 

Barney appeared to be confused. 

“T never thought about that,” he mum- 
bled. “Yeah ... it does sound more rea- 
sonable.” 

“Yes,” the sheriff said, ““and you should 
have reported it to me immediately in- 
stead of waiting for two days. Anything 
could have happened.” 

“I had to get it straight in my head,” 
“T thought for a while I 


” 


Barney said. 
must have been seeing things. 

Sheriff Sawyer took the handcuffs from 
his belt. 

“Put out your hands, Steve. I’m charg- 
ing you with attempted rape.” 

[ could only stare, dumb and terrified, 
while they led Steve from the room. 

“We may need you for a grand jury wit- 
soon,” the sheriff told me. “You’d 
better get some rest now. I'll send old 
Doc Burns up to see you.” 


ness 


(THE NEXT FEW DAYS were a night- 
mare. Naturally, the story of Steve and 
me spread over the town until it was on 
everybody’s lips. I think a few tried to 
get up a mob, but thank God Cottonville 
had at least progressed beyond that. The 
house was filled with women who came to 
sympathize, but they could not keep the 
curiosity out of their eyes and voices. 

It was a week before a special grand 
jury could be convened. I wept in my 
pillow at night, thinking of Steve, but I 
dared not go to jail to see him. When the 
grand jury was ready, I was called as a 
witness at the hearing. I had already de- 
termined I would not let Steve be prose- 
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cuted, even if he had a chance of going 
free at the trial. I went to the County At- 
torney a few hours before the hearing and 
told him the true story. At first he looked 
at me as though I had lost my mind, but 
when he understood I was telling the 
truth, his eyes were contemptuous. 

“Oh, you can tell the grand jury,” he 
said, “but both of you are liable to prose- 
cution now. There are laws against this 
sort of thing in this state.” 

The grand jury assembled in the court- 
room and when they brought Steve out and 
he saw me waiting, a shadow of alarm 
crept over his face. 

The County Attorney spoke to the grand 
jury. 

“Before we question the accused person, 
Steve Tanton, this woman wishes to make 
a statement which has a bearing on the 
case. I think it best that you hear her 
first, then it will be your prerogative to 
ask whatever questions you may think 
necessary.” 

I was humiliated and ashamed. I admit 
that. But it was the surroundings and cir- 
cumstances which shamed me, not any 
thought of wrong doing. Tad Cameron, a 
lifelong friend of my father and mother, 
was the foreman of the jury. His face was 
distressed as he looked at me. But I had 
the courage of love on my side and I told 
the story of what had happened as simply 
and directly as I could, keeping my eyes 
averted from Steve. I admitted freely and 
proudly that we were in love. When I was 
through, there was a long silence in the 
courtroom. Finally, Mr. Cameron cleared 
his throat. 

“Shannon,” he said, gently, “I must ad- 
mit that we are surprised. I hardly know 
what to ask or say.” He paused, rubbed 
his hand over his bald head. 

“T would like to ask you this... . J Are 
you sure and certain that you love this 
man? Are you certain that this is not just 
some kind of . . . well, temporary unbal- 
ance ... something you'll be mighty sorry 
for later?” 

I shook my head. 

“Mr. Cameron.” I said. tears in my eyes, 
“you were my father’s best friend. Please 
help us. Steve is a fine man .. . intelligent, 
good and kind. What’s so wrong about me 
falling in love with him? Look around the 
room. Is there any big difference in the 
color of any of us? And even if there 
were, would it be of any real importance 
if Steve and I really and truly loved one 
another? If anyone is at fault, I’m the 
one, not Steve. But I don’t believe either 
of us have done anything criminal. . . .” 

Mr. Cameron sighed and wiped his 
glasses. 

“Well, of course, Shannon, it’s hard for 
us to understand. It’s something new to 
us. Now, we have no wish to be cruel, but 
it is our duty to decide whether or not you 
have broken the law and to recommend 
indictment if you have.” 

He turned to the other members of the 
group. 

“Gentlemen, are there any questions you 


would like to ask this man and woman” 

No one spoke. 

“Very well, then. Let’s go into the jury 
room. 

The men all rose, making their way oy 
of the courtroom, coughing and shuffling 
self consciously. 

After that I dared look at Steve. Whey 
I did. I saw love and pride shining in hj 
eyes. I crossed the room impulsively and sy 
down beside him, taking his hand. Neithe, 
of us spoke. Sheriff Sawyer. who was 
standing behind Steve. patted me on the 
shoulder. Grateful for his kindness, | 
looked up at him and smiled. 

The ticking of the great clock on the 
wall above the judge’s bench was the only 
sound. After what seemed an eternity, by; 
in reality was only a short time, the jurors 
returned to the courtroom. Dread and 
fear caught at my heart. 

When they had taken their seats, Mr. 
Cameron rose with a paper in his hand, 
He peered at me over his spectacles, smil- 
ing gently. 

“We have our customs and ways of do. 
ing things here, just like anywhere els, 
They’re changing, though, and not so slov. 
ly as you might think. I’ve seen a mighty 
lot of change in Cottonville in my lifetime. 
But our ways are strong ... bred in us 

. so it’s hard to change in too big a 
hurry. Our laws were made to uphold 
what we believe is right. But on the other 
hand, we wouldn’t want the world to think 
we were either unreasonable or cruel. ...” 

What was he talking about? What did 
he mean? Mr. Cameron adjusted his spec. 


tacles and read from the paper in his hand. | 


“We realize that there are definite laws 
in this state regarding a situation such as 
this, but we are not inclined to recommend 
indictment.” 

Steve’s hand tightened on mine. Mr. 
Cameron talked on. 

“Childhood, as we all remember, is not 
concerned with racial lines and apparent- 
ly. neither is love. This situation in itself 
is not tragic or wrong. It is made so by 
law and custom. We find that the only 
crime of these two people is being in love.” 

Mr. Cameron came around and put out 


his hand to Steve, who took it with a| 


glad smile. 
“Mr. Cameron,” Steve said, “you have 
made me proud I was born in the south.” 
“Well, son, you can generally get as fair 
a deal here as anywhere else in the coun- 
try. I would suggest, though, that if you 
two aim to get married that you go some- 
where where it’s not against the law.” 
“Tf Shan will go with me, I'll go any- 
where,” Steve said, looking down at me. 
I could only raise my eyes and nod 
happily. 


There is little more to tell. After the 


grand jury hearing, Steve and I went | 


home, packed, closed the house and left 
in the night, quietly but unafraid, driving 
steadily west. We were married in Arizona 
and spent a few happy weeks there, then 
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We have been mar- 


continued on our way. 
We have 


ried five, wonderful, busy years. 
;home not far from the sea. Steve and I 
yere lucky. What could have ended in 
yagedy ended in happiness. 

Sometimes, when I think back on my 
life in Cottonville, it seems almost that I 
yas born from one womb into another and 
that I never really saw the light of day 
until the morning after Steve and I left. 
Had I never met Steve, I suppose I would 
have still been there, floating tranquil and 
fetus-like, and like an unborn child, alive, 
but not part of life. 

Believe me, it’s much better to live! 


THE END 





Cadillac Crazy 
(Continued from Page 27) 
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claws scratched at my shoulder, as she 
tried to pull free—but I didn’t mind the 
pain as I buried my face in her soft fur. 

“You look alike.” 

I hadn’t heard Phil come out of the 
bathroom, and his gruff voice startled me. 
I looked at the tall, stocky figure in the 
doorway—he looked like a stranger. 

“The two of you—couple of cats.” 

He walked toward the bed slowly, and 
I got a sharp whiff of the lotion he used 
Suddenly his 
head 


on his clean shaven face. 
hand was in my hair—forcing my 
back—only he hadn’t counted on Peri. 

“Damn!” 

He pulled back quickly, his hand touch- 
ing the red slash on his cheek. Phil hur- 
ried to the bathroom. 

“Better put some iodine on this—damn 
cat probably infected—don’t know why 
you want to keep a cat, anyway.” 

I looked up at his scowling heavy face. 

“Have to have someone around to keep 
me company.” 

Phil’s scowl deepened a little, and his 
voice held a touch of menace. 

“Okay, baby, as long as that’s the only 
company you keep—outside of me, that is.” 

I felt my face go hot—and I wanted to 
come back with a flip, “You don’t own 
me,” but somehow I never got past the 
thought. Knew better, I guess. 

Phil slipped into his coat, and stood at 
the door for a minute. I hated his look 
as I tried to pull up the sheet around my 
bare shoulders. 

“See you, baby.” 

I relaxed a little when I heard the front 
Long ago I had given up 
being angry at Phil’s indefinite goodbyes. 

It didn’t take a genius to figure out why 
he kept them that way. If I didn’t know 
when to expect him, I’d have to be at the 
apartment waiting all the time. And that 
was the way Phil wanted it—it was his 
insurance that little Sylvie could never 


door close. 
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The flex-with-the-step principle that makes 
Flexiclogs sell on yA ese is patented— 
eliminates competition because it cannot be 
duplicated or imitated by anyone. Both 
men and women recognize the beauty of 
Flexiclogs’ polished, lacquered hard maple 
finish; the comfort of the arch supporting 
fit, the convenience of the snug, cleverly de- 
signed straps in 11 interchangeable colors. 
Flexiclogs are not sold in stores and the 
growing craze for them everywhere can 
mean money in your pockets. Mr. C. L. of 
Milwaukee earned $1250 in spare time; 
Miss D. B. of El Cajon, California made 
over $3,000 in a few months. Jf you can 
make a simple 10 second demonstration the 
door is open to more money than you have 
ever dreamed of having. No sales talk—no 
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FOR 
SA ie 
Ete & & 


FLEXICLOGS, Inc., Dept. 37-B, New Holstein, Wis. 


ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8 x 10 Inches 

on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper : 
Same price for full length or bust ¢ 
form, groups, landscapes, pet ani- 


mals, etc., or enlargements of any 
part t of a group picture, Original is 





returned with your enlargement. 


ES 
bs 4 
Send NoMoney 3 for $]50 aa 
Just mail photo, negative OF sn < : 
shot (any size) and receive your | enlargement 
ee Sent pe a, on beautiful double-wel ht | =. me 
portrait quailit, per. Pay postman c plus vs 
postage—or send dee eeith order and we pay post- Reveal features, ex 
pression, life unseen 
in snapshots and 
small photographs 





age. Take advantage of this amazing offer. Send 
your photosnow. Professional Art Stu 
544 S. Main, Dept. 56-8, Princeton, Ill. 


it’s wonderful 
the way 

Chewing-Gum 
Laxative 

acts chiefly to 


REMOVE WASTE- 
NOT GOOD FOOD 


Here’s a secret millions have discovered 
about FEEN-A-MINT, the wonderfully 
different chewing-gum laxative. 
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roam too far. Not and keep our little ar- 
rangement, anyway. 

I swung my legs off the bed, and started 
to hunt for my mules. Only thing there 
was the pile of last night’s clothes. I 
kicked them aside as I stepped on to the 
rug. My toes sank into the deep white fur. 
Bearskin rug—nice and luxurious—the 
way everything else was in the apartment, 
the way I had always wanted things to be. 
Peri was meowring at my feet now, and I 
could feel her tail touching my ankles as 
she tried to wind herself around my legs. 

I slipped into my robe and went into 
the kitchen to cook some breakfast. I 
poured a saucer of heavy cream for the 
cat—nothing but the best for Sylvie and 
her friends. The kitchen was neat and 
clean, and no wonder, when I said cook— 
[ meant coffee. It might have been dif- 
ferent at that. At first, I had even offered 
to make breakfast for Phil. But after his 
first laugh I never suggested it again. 

“That’s a wife’s job, honey.” 

And so now I made coffee, opened cans, 
and had most of my meals sent in from a 
little French restaurant down the block. 
\s for Phil, the only cooking he wanted 
was double scotch and soda in the winter, 
and gin and tonic in the summer. 

When I thought of the breakfast I used 
to eat back on the farm, I could hardly 
believe that I was the same girl. I never 
had any trouble working my way through 
a second helping of flapjacks topped with 
hot apple pie. I changed all that when I 
came to New York. I had never thought 
of myself as fat—plump, is what they 
used to call me—and that was the same 
as pretty back in Michigan. But things 
were different in New York. To rate you 
had to be thin, almost hungry looking. 
And after a few months in New York, I 
didn’t find it hard to look real hungry. 

Even now that I had everything, I didn’t 
like to think back to those days. It’s tough 
being poor anywhere—but being poor in 
New York is the worst. I was trying to 
get into modeling, and it didn’t take me 
long to realize that pretty girls came even 
cheaper than a dime a dozen. I just 
haunted the model agencies, trying to look 
chic on the few dollars I had left. Most 
of them didn’t want any part of me, and 
I'd been told to leave my photos by bored 
receptionists all over the city. I was real 
tired the day I stumbled into the “Ma- 
jestic Agency for Models.” The office was 
crummy—none of the soft rugs or plush 
couches that I had seen elsewhere. 


fror THE FIRST TIME in weeks I was 

actually ushered into an inner office. I 
couldn’t help shivering as I looked at the 
man behind the desk. He was fat—so fat 
that rolls of flesh actually seemed to spill 
over the arms of his chair. 

His small eyes were cold grey, and they 
seemed to be buried in the folds of his 
flesh. He didn’t bother with my _ intro- 
duc tory remarks. 

“Take your jacket off .. 
606 


. walk across 


the room, turn around, and walk back 
here.” 

Nervously, I followed his orders. I stood 
before him for a few seconds, and finally 
he nodded curtly. 

“Okay. Now we do have a few open- 
of course, I don’t know how 


” 


ings . 
choosey you are... . 

“Oh, I’m not.” I babbled innocently, a 
country girl for real, “I'll take just about 
anything.” 

“Yeah,” he grinned sourly, “I figured 
that, or you wouldn’t have come in here.” 

I still didn’t understand, but I woke up 
mighty quick when he unlocked his bot- 
tom desk drawer and shoved an album of 
pictures across the top of the desk. I 
looked at the first two pictures for what 
must have seemed like a long time—but 
it was just that I couldn’t quite believe 
my eyes. 

“No—no,” I pushed the pictures away, 
and jumped to my feet, “That . . . that’s 
terrible ... I wouldn't...” 

I was backing toward the door, but the 
fat man in the chair had a lot more speed 
than I gave him credit for. And though 
his hands were as pudgy as the rest of him, 
his fingers were like a band of steel 
around my wrist. 

“What are you trying to pull,” he 
snarled, “is this some kind of a frame- 
up?” 

“Please . . . please, I didn’t know.” 

He stared down at me coldly. 

“Okay,” he hissed, “maybe did 
wander in here by mistake—most girls 
know what we’re in business for. But one 
word about this, and (’ll—,” the pressure 
on my wrist increased. 

I cringed away from him, “I won't say 
anything,” I managed to whisper. “never.” 

He let me go finally. and I fled down 
the narrow dark stairs. From there, it was 
only a short step to Phil Walters, and 
there wasn’t anything romantic about the 
way it all started either. 

I had gone into a neighborhood bar 
after a day of job hunting. A week be- 
fore, Phil had given me the eye. and I had 
given him the cold shoulder—only now 
things were different. When he offered to 
buy me a drink, I was just too happy that 
I didn’t have to use my seventy-five cents 
for scotch. 

He said all the things I needed to hear 
after the run around I'd been getting in 
New York. And I'll say this for Phil—he 
was persistent. Night after night he kept 
telling me the same things sympa- 
thizing with me . . . being a real pal... 

“Nice girl like you. What do you want 
to worry about looking for a job for? You 
ought to have nice things . . . ride around 
in a Cadillac.” 

I laughed. “I don’t want a Cadillac—I 
just want a job.” 

“Ah, cut it out,” he laughed along with 
me, “sure you want a Cadillac, and why 
not? Good looking girl like you—ought 
to have all the luxuries.” 

After a couple of weeks I began to 


you 


agree with Phil. New York had given mp 
a real hard time. Phil was right—why 
should I spend my time being mauled y 
phony model agencies. Why shouldn't | 
have better things? 

“This is some strange gal,” Phil tolj 
the bartender as he mixed our drinks, “sh 
doesn’t want a Cadillac—now what qd 
you think of that?” 

Joe grinned, “Can’t make it out.” 

I waited till Joe had moved on to some. 
one else. 

“Don’t know who could have told yoy 
that I don’t want a Cadillac,” I said ty 
Phil lightly, “why, I’ve always wanted , 
Cadillac.” 

Phil’s eyes lit up. 

“That’s all I wanted to know, baby.” 
he murmured huskily, “that’s all I wanted 
to know.” 

And in a little while, there I was with 
all the trimmings. Maybe all I had want. 
ed originally was a job, but somehow | 
couldn’t object too much to the long, low 
look of my shiny black Cadillac con. 
vertible. 

Only it wasn’t quite as much fun as | 
thought it would be. How gay can you 
get, riding around by yourself? And that 
was one of Phil’s rules. He didn’t like 
any of my girl friends—said they were all 
trouble makers—and of course, we didn’t 
have to bother discussing other men. 

I liked my new apartment. Phil had 
found three rooms in an old brownstone 
that had once been a private mansion. It 
was even worth walking up the two flights, 
because once you got there—high ceilinged 
rooms, oak paneling in the living room, 
and even a view from the tall French win- 
dows in the bedroom. Okay, so_ there 
wasn’t anything to see beside a stunted 
tree in the backyard—but it was _ better 
than the red brick wall that had faced 
my last furnished room. 

Maybe at first I had ideas that Phil 
really cared for me—the way a woman 
wants to be cared for—but he made it 
pretty clear that this was just another 
business arrangement as far as he was 
concerned. That’s what decided me—in 
business anything goes, and everyone ad- 
mires the shrewd operator. 

As a businesswoman I played it smart. 
The apartment was furnished to the hilt— 
like I said, nothing was too good, and in 
a crazy way, Phil seemed to admire me 
for it. I was playing the game his way. 

I was sitting around, doing my _ nails 
after Phil left, and drinking my third cup 
of coffee when the door bell rang. | 
thought of Phil at first, but he always 
used a key. 

The man leaning against the door frame 
was tall. Tight blue dungarees showed 
how long and lithe he was. I stared at 
him for a moment and at the empty pail 
that dangled from one hand. 

“Hope I’m not disturbing you.” 

I pulled my negligee closer about me. 

“Yes? What do you want?” 

“Hope you don’t mind lending a neigh- 
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bor a little water,” and he held the empty 
pail up for me to see. 

“Neighbor—” 

“Sure, I have the studio two flights up, 
and it looks like something’s gone wrong 
with the pipes.” 

“That’s funny.” I walked 
kitchen. and he trailed after me, “I just 
there was plenty of 


into the 





made some coffee 
water—" 

My new-found neighbor just grinned. 

“Sure—for the rent you pay down here, 
lady, they ought’a pipe in gold. I live in 
the attic—they laughingly called it a stu- 
dio. But back home where I come from 
it’s still an attic.” 

I laughed along with him as he filled 
the pail with water. 

“If it’s so bad, why do you stay on—I 
know apartments are hard to find in New 
York, but—” 

He lifted the full pail carefully, and put 
iton the kitchen floor. It made me a little 
nervous the way he just stood there and 
stared at me. 

“Rent’s low—and 
great North light.” 

“QOh—you’re an artist.” 

He nodded, and I walked back with him 
to the front door. 

“Yeah, let me introduce myself 
thew Parker.” 

“Matthew—you mean like in Matthew, 
Mark, Luke and John—” 

He grinned, “Don’t hold it against me— 
everyone calls me Matt.” 

“You’ve got a 
glanced around at the oak paneling. “why 
don’t you come up to my place some time? 
You know—see how the other half lives?” 

I smiled, but I knew that I didn’t have 
to see how the other half lives. My mem- 
ory was still pretty good, and not so long 
ago I was pretty low down in that other 
half. 

We stood at the door for a few minutes, 
and it seemed as if this guy was deter- 
mined to be neighborly in a big way. He 
wouldn’t go until I had promised to have 
dinner at his studio that night. 


then, I get areal 


Mat- 


nice place here.” he 


FTER HE LEFT, I worried for a few 
minutes—Phil wouldn’t like my _ hav- 
ing dinner with another man. But even a 
golden cage can get boring after a while, 
and I decided I'd forget Phil for a change. 
Matt had stared at the oak paneled 
walls and satin upholstery in my apart- 
ment. Of course, he had looked at me, too 
—but not enough, not nearly enough. .. . 
It was exciting, getting dressed for a new 
man, 

I put on a pair of tightly tapered black 
velvet slacks, topped with a severely tai- 
lored white silk blouse. I guess the de- 
signer hadn’t wanted to spoil the line with 
two many buttons, and so the blouse was 
open almost down to the waist. 

I turned before the mirror—the slacks 
Were so tight that one pound heavier I 
wouldn’t have been able to fit into them, 
and one pound lighter they wouldn’t have 
done any good. I couldn’t help smiling as 


I remembered the ad that went with the 
slacks—“For an evening at home”—only 
they didn’t explain with whom. 

At first glance Matt’s studio 
bare; but bright red drapes covered one 
whole wall, and a_ well-filled bookshelf 
stood between two windows. Strangely, I 
felt more at home than I did in my own 
apartment. The kitchen was over in one 
corner of the Matt stirred 
busily. I went over and stood beside him. 


seemed 


room, and 

“Smells good—can I help?” 

He grinned. “I don’t know—can you?” 

I ducked the question, and moved over 
to the table. It was all set, and the only 
thing I found to do was to light the can- 
dles. I felt almost funny being waited on 
by a man. I thought of Phil—putting an 
olive into a martini was too much work 
for him. I looked up at Matt as he served 
me a healthy piece of steak. His checked 
shirt was open at the neck, and his sleeves 
were rolled up. There was almost some- 
thing sick about Phil’s forever white 
shirts, and loud but neatly knotted ties. 
This boy looked casual: relaxed—I stif- 
fened slightly as his hand brushed mine— 
but I could never let myself get too re- 
laxed. 

We didn’t have too much to say for the 
rest of the meal. The steak was good, and 
it seemed as if all of a sudden I was 
hungry for the first time in months. After 
dinner Matt walked over to his easel. 

“Here’s your first in art,” he 
told me. 

He lifted the cloth off the canvas, and 
I held my breath. The painting wasn’t 
completed, but there was enough there to 
see that the model was a beautiful girl— 
and Matt had painted her in the nude. He 
had used natural colors. and the painting 
seemed to be warm and breathing. I could 
see my face flush as Matt watched me. 

“She... she’s beautiful.” 

Matt dropped the cloth back on the can- 
vas, and walked over to me. He tilted my 
head back with his hand, and stared at 
me for a minute. 

“So are you,” he murmured, “I'd like 


lesson 


to use you for a model sometime.” 
I pulled away from him, “Sorry,” I said 
icily. “I don’t pose in the nude.” 
Matt’s laughter made me feel foolish. 
“T wasn’t going to ask you to. Never use 
anyone but a professional artist’s model 
for that kind of a picture—spares me all 
kinds of false modesty. What I 


was I'd like to do your head some day— 


meant, 


maybe in terra cotta. You’ve got the most 
interesting cheek bones, and your eyes— 
like a cat’s.” 

I sat back on the couch and tucked my 
legs under me. So this was the guy’s line 
—interesting cheek bones. I relaxed a 
little bit more. I always said that as long 
as I knew any man’s approach I could 
take care of myself. 

But as it turned out. I had a good time 
for the first hadn’t 
realized how long it had been since I had 
I could hardly 


time in months. I 


really talked to someone. 
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believe it when my watch pointed to mid- 
night—we had been talking for about 
four hours. 

“Hey,” Matt objected when I started to 
leave, “I’ve been going on about myself 
for so long you didn’t even have a chance 
to say a word. Sit down again, and give 
me the lowdown on Silvie.” 

I shook my head, “It’s much too late— 
and besides—I don’t have anything inter- 
esting to say.” 

“Tt’s only midnight,” Matt argued, “I'll 
make a fresh pot of coffee—” 

“Sorry, no can do—and besides, mid- 
night, I turn into a pumpkin.” 

Matt laughed, “Okay—I’ll take you 
home. Wonderful, seeing a girl in the 
same house—no waiting for subways.” 

I was so busy talking to Matt when we 
came downstairs, that I hadn’t noticed 
that the light was on in my apartment. 

“Hello, Sylvie, I was wondering when 
you’d get in.” 

Phil was sitting in the deep armchair 
at the far corner of the room, and I could 
hear Matt’s puzzled exclamation behind 
me. 

I took a deep breath. 

“Hello, Phil.” 

For a brief moment the two men stared 
at each other completely forgetting me. 

“Matt is a neighbor from upstairs,” I 
tried to explain to Phil. 

“Oh?” 

“Well,” Matt turned to me finally, 
“Goodnight, Sylvie, it was nice.” 

“Thanks, Matt,” I whispered, afraid to 
look into his eyes, knowing what he was 
thinking, “thanks for everything.” 

And then he was gone. I walked over 
to the coffee table and took a cigarette 
from the silver box. I was so busy won- 
dering about Matt that I didn’t even hear 
Phil. Suddenly I felt the hard grip of his 
hands on my shoulders, and my head 
jerked up to look at him. 

“Thanks for everything,” he mimicked 
me savagely, “Thanks for what? Who is 
that guy?” 

“He . .. he’s just a guy who lives two 
flights up. I just met him today for the 
first time, and—” 

“Two flights up?” Phil glared at me. 
“There’s no apartment two flights up.” 

“Yes—yes, there is. He’s an artist— 
it’s sort of a studio.” 

Phil’s grip relaxed and I stepped back. 

“An artist!” He looked at me with dis- 
belief. “You mean a guy who paints pic- 
tures?” 

I rubbed my bruised shoulders. 

“Yes,” I said angrily, “what’s wrong 
with that?” 

“It’s . .. it’s just a studio... . a little 
place with a skylight—and a kitchen in 
the corner—” 

Phil’s laughter cut me short. “A sky- 
light and a kitchen in the corner, well, 
ain’t that sweet.” 

My fists clenched with fury as I stared 
down at his pudgy laughing face. 

“It’s okay, baby—just glad to know 


that I'll never have to worry about thy 
guy. He doesn’t have what it takes to gy 
a chick like you. I can see you now, living 
in an attic—” 

“You, you—” 

Phil wasn’t prepared for my sudde 
anger, and for a minute I wiped the smik 
off his face, as I beat him with my fist: 
But I had forgotten the strength he had 
shown just a few minutes before. 
moved quickly, and grabbing my wrist: 
with one hand he held them behind ny 
back as he pinned me against the back of 
the couch. He stared down at me. 

“T like you when you get mad. A rel 
little hell-cat.” 

I tried to pull away, and my blous 
pulled tight against my breasts, slipping 
down over one shoulder. I could feel 
Phil’s hand against my skin. 

“T like you when you’re mad,” he mu. 
mured huskily, and I tried to move my 
head to one side as I felt his lips come 
crushing down over mine. I tried to fight 
back, but my resistance just excited Phil, 
I moaned as I felt his teeth bite into my 
neck and his body press against mine, It 
was almost morning when he finally left, 
and I stayed there on the couch too 
bruised and beaten to move. 

Phil said goodbye from the doorway be. 
fore he left. 

“So long, baby, I'll be seeing you.” 

I hated him—but I hated myself even 
more for not having the courage to tell 
him that I’d never see him again. 


DIDN’T EVEN BOTHER with coffee 

that morning. I kept thinking of Matt 
and the evening we had spent together. It 
had been so long since I had someone | 
could really talk to—and now, I would 
probably never see him again. I lay on 
the couch most of the day with the cur 
tains drawn tight against the windows, 
and the room in semi-darkness. 

Finally, I couldn’t take it any longer. | 
had to get out of the house, even if it just 
meant riding around by myself. I called 
the garage and told them to bring the car 
around to the front of the house. 

I dressed quickly, and a few minutes 
later I was pulling away from the curb. 
And then, halfway down the block I saw 
him—Matt, walking slowly, carrying 
frames and canvas under one arm. I drew 
up to the curb, and pressed the hom 
lightly. 

“Hi,” my voice broke in my throat as! 
tried to make it real casual, “can I give 
you a lift?” 

Matt looked at me for a long moment, 
and I could see his eyes travel along the 
lines of the car. 

“No, thanks—I’ve only got a little way 
to walk.” 

I tried to smile, “Okay, be seeing you.” 

Be seeing you—the words mocked me 
as my hands shook on the wheel. Id 
probably never see him again. I felt like 
driving fast and far, but every corner | 
turned seemed to hem me in. Nothing but 
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lights and traffic. Finally, I drove back 





home, not caring how I scraped fenders 
against the curb. 

I sat in the dim living room for awhile, 
not even caring to put on the lights. I 
hardly had the energy to answer the phone 
when it started ringing. It would be Phil 
—I stared at the black telephone. I didn’t 
want to talk to him—but I didn’t have the 
courage to let it go on ringing. 

yes?” 

“Hello, Sylvie—hello?” 

“Hello. ... Matt, is it Matt?” 

“No one else but. Say, it’s almost five 
what are you doing about cocktails to- 
night?” 

[ tried hard to match the casualness of 
his voice. 

“Nothing. Nothing in particular.” 

“Swell, come on up. I’m just making a 
pitcher full of martinis.” 

I held the phone silently. 

“Hey, Sylvie, are you there?” 

“Yes, yes, Matt, I’d love to come.” 

I felt almost frightened as I got ready 
to go up to Matt’s. He had seen Phil last 
night, and today the Cadillac. I knew 
what he must think of me. And yet, I 
wanted to see him so much I was willing 
to let myself in for anything he might say. 

Going up the last flight of stairs to 
Matt’s studio, I could hear a flood of mu- 
sic. I stood outside the doorway listening 
to it for a few minutes before I finally 
rang the bell. 

I walked into Matt’s apartment almost 
shyly. 

“That music. . . it’s lovely.” 

Matt nodded. “It’s Debussy. Strange 
music—reminds me of you.” 

Matt poured out two giant sized mar- 
tinis, and I drank mine down in one gulp. 
I hadn’t had anything to eat all day, and 
by the second drink I was really floating. 

Matt took my hands in his. I looked at 
him through the dim twilight of the room 
—his face seemed warm and gentle, and 
my head to heavy to hold up. I leaned 
against his shoulder and he cradled me 
in his arms. 

“Matt, Matt,” I wasn’t sure whether I 
was just thinking, or actually talking out 
loud, “Matt . . . you’re so nice . . . never 
met anyone so nice keg 

Gently Matt moved my head, until I 
was leaning against the back of the couch. 
I felt dizzy from the liquor, and the sweet 
warmth of Matt’s lips against mine seemed 
to erase all bad memories from my mind. 
This was the love I had always wanted. I 
leaned against him, feeling his caressing 
fingers against my skin. 

“Matt, Matt,” I murmured, as I clung 
to him. 

And then suddenly his hands were no 
longer gentle, I could feel them biting into 


my arms, rudely shaking me. 

I opened my eyes. My head was so fog- 
gy that I heard Matt, but couldn't under- 
stand him. 

“Tl probably kick myself for this later,” 


he said huskily, “but you’re drunk, and 
I’m going to take you home.” 

I was just a limp bundle when Matt 
carried me downstairs, and I didn’t come 
to until the next morning when I found 
myself tucked into bed wearing my own 
white silk pajamas. It took a few minutes 
for the fog to lift, and when I remem- 
bered the night before I felt really sick. 
I buried my pounding head into my pil- 
but I felt too tired to cry. I knew 
what Matt must think of me. A blind man 
would have understood why Phil was in 
my apartment the night before, and last 
night I had made a play for Matt. A girl 
on the town, and a two-timing one at that. 

I could hear the front door open, but I 
didn’t bother to move. It would be Phil, 
and now I knew I never wanted to see 
him again. 

“Hey. you’re going to suffocate 
that pillow.” 

I sat up quickly, and tried to brush the 
hair back from my forehead. 

“Matt—Matt. 


low. 


under 


it’s you.” 


“In the flesh,” he said cheerfully, put- 
ting a loaded tray on the night table, 


“kind of thought you might like some 
breakfast.” 

I looked at the steaming pot of coffee 
and cold orange juice. 

“Matt,” I began, “Matt, I—” 

“Old Doc Parker knows just what to do 
for that hungover feeling.” he interrupted 
quickly, “I’m willing to bet that you got 
that way last night because you didn’t 
have anything to eat all day. How about 
it?” 

“Yes, but—” 

“Never mind, 
now.” 

I sat up in bed like an obedient child 
drinking the coffee that Matt had poured 
out for me. 

He walked around the room meanwhile, 
staring curiously at the furniture. 

“Nice place you got here.” 

My hands felt suddenly icy. Matt was 
was his way of telling 


just drink this coffee 


being sarcastic, this 
me what he thought of me. 

“Real nice. Of course, that’s what hap- 
pens when you buy all this expensive fur- 
niture . . . can’t afford food makes 
you get drunk on one martini.” 

“Oh, Matt—” 

And then suddenly he was sitting be- 
side me on the bed. He took the coffee 
cup away and held both my hands. 

“T can’t offer you this, Sylvie. Just a 
crazy studio where two people can talk, 
and love and live— 


“But, Matt, you don’t know 

“T don’t want to know. I haven’t been 
an angel, myself.” 

“Tt’s no good, Matt.” I tried to hold 


back the tears, “it’s too late—” 

Matt patted my hand, “Get up and get 
dressed, Sylvie. I'll be down again in a 
little while, and we'll talk it over.” 

After Matt left I knew what I had to 
do. The day before I was afraid to leave 


Phil, now I was afraid not to. I wouldn’t 
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be here when Matt came down, but it 
would be easier that way. I wasn’t good 
enough for-his kind of love. 

I didn’t even bother packing a suitcase. 
Somehow I would have to start all over 
again, and that meant without any of the 
things Phil had bought for me. I suppose 
I could have left a note for Phil saying a 
lot of things, but I didn’t bother. Phil 
had always wanted it no strings attached, 
and that was the way it would be. I left 
the car and apartment keys on the mantle, 
and walked out, slamming that apartment 
door behind me forever. 

I walked up the street briskly. I didn’t 
know where I was going, but it didn’t 


matter. Somewhere, somehow, I would 
have to make a clean start. 

I heard the sound of running footsteps 
behind me, but I didn’t bother turning 
around until I felt a hand on my arm. 

“Hey, you’re such a fast walker, I was 
afraid I wouldn’t be able to catch up with 
you.” 

“Matt!” I tried to pull away from him, 
“It’s no use, Matt, I’m no good—” 

Matt’s face was serious. “I know better.’ 

Cupping my face in his hands, he bent 
down and kissed me. For a moment after, 
we just stood there and looked at each 
other, and then hand in hand, we went 
walking down the street. THE END 


’ 





WHY WOMEN STEAL BABIES 


(Continued from Page 35) 


were knocked for a loop when Edna’s 
mother took over. She insisted that we 
live with them until I had saved enough 
money to buy a home. She also talked Mr. 
Morton into backing me in the business 
I had in mind. 

To tell the truth, I didn’t do very much 
protesting at all these arrangements. It 
was much later when I discovered that 
Mrs. Morton had no intention of letting 
Edna out from under her domination. Mrs. 
Morton ran the house and treated me as 
if I were an unwelcome guest. She pried 
into our private lives and when I objected, 
threw it up to me that her husband was 
responsible for my being in business. 

All this was bad enough, but when Edna 
announced that was carrying the baby, 
Mrs. Morton really took over. When the 
baby finally arrived, my mother-in-law had 
arranged for the doctor and hospital and 
even picked a name for the baby! 

I wanted a boy, but Edna and I had de- 
cided that if it was a‘girl, we’d name her 
after my mother. Mrs. Morton had other 
ideas. The baby was a girl, and right in 
the midst of all the excitement, my con- 
cern for Edna, my disappointment at not 
getting a boy, Mrs. Morton had the name 
“Drucilla” put on the birth certificate. 
Drucilla! I didn’t like the name nor the 
way it was pinned on my daughter with- 
out my approval. 

So I blew up. AIl the resentment that 
had been building up inside me for months 
came pouring out in a terrible scene right 
in the hospital. I went back to the Mor- 
ton home for a couple months more, but 
at last I told Edna she’d have to decide 
between her mother and me. 

“How can I make a choice like that, 
Jimmy?” she asked. “Please be patient. 
We'll work something out.” 

“My patience ran out a long time ago!” 
I snapped. “What’s so hard about mak- 
ing up your mind?” 

“But she’s my mother, Jimmy.” 

“And I’m your husband,” I said stub- 
bornly. 

“The baby’s too small to be moved into 


i0 


some rented room, honey,” Edna said, try- 
ing to take my face in her hands. 

“She’s big enough for you to take her 
shopping with you,” I said. “Edna, I’m 
leaving this house tomorrow morning. If 
you love me, you'll leave with me.” 

“I’m sorry, Jimmy,” she said sadly. “I 
love you, but—I can’t leave. Not now— 
not this way.” 

And that was that. I didn’t even wait 
until morning. I tossed my things into a 
suitcase and found myself a room. It was 
a week before I heard from Edna. She’d 
gotten my address from the office and 
phoned me one day. The first thing I 
asked her was whether she was ready to 
come to me with the baby. When she 
hemmed and hawed, I hung up. There 
was nothing to talk about. 

Now, seeing her huddled on my bed, all 
cried out and too hurt to speak, all the 
love I ever felt for her spread through me 
like wildfire. But something held me back. 
I was still not ready to make the first 
move. So we just waited, both of us 
miserable, until the police came. 

Then, somehow, as we turned all our 
thoughts toward our missing baby, we 
seemed gradually to grow closer. I found 
myself looking back and seeing where I 
could have helped make things easier for 
my wife. I even saw that the mother-in- 
law I considered a domineering tyrant was 
actually a lonely woman who was afraid 
of losing her daughter. 

But this meant nothing without my 
baby. So I spent all my time, sleeping 
only when I was too exhausted to go on, 
trying to help the police track down the 
kidnapper. We got all kinds of phone 
calls from people who said they had seen 
a strange woman with a baby—or two 
teen-age girls acting suspiciously, and all 
sorts of crazy information. All of it turned 
out to be plain worthless and at the end 
of a week, the police were no closer to 
solving the crime than they were in the be- 
ginning. All they were sure of was that 
it had been a woman. 

Then I got a brilliant idea—if I could 


get some idea of what the kidnapper was 
like, it might help me locate him—or her, 
From the very first, it was clear that the 
baby wasn’t held for ransom. We'd gottey 
no notes. Besides, even my well-to-do jp. 
laws didn’t have the kind of money tha 
kidnappers will risk death for. 

So I talked to some experts and did , 
lot of reading, trying to learn just wh) 
women steal babies. I recalled the famous 
case a few years ago when a Harlen 
woman walked right out of a hospital with 
another woman’s baby. The case got big 
headlines because the child was an jp. 
cubator baby and needed a special die 
and special handling if it was to survive. 

They finally found the baby, alive and 
well—to the amazement of medical author. 
ities. The guilty woman had rigged up, 
homemade incubator in her apartment and 
the baby had actually gained weight! But 
I couldn’t recall ever reading why the 
woman took the baby in the first place, 

Reminding myself that my baby’s life 
depended on it, I forced myself to leam 
all I could about the problem. I learned 
plenty. 

From newspaper files, I learned of the 
14-year-old Chicago girl who kidnapped a 
two-month old white baby from its baby 
carriage back in 1953. The girl kept the 
baby three hours, while 100 cops searched 
the South side. Finally, the girl’s grand. 
mother discovered the child and called 
police. The unfortunate teen-ager, the 
product of a broken home, told the cops 
she took the baby “because she lookéd 
like a doll.” 

I also came across newspaper stories of 
the sensational kidnapping in Pittsburgh 
of the seven-weeks-old baby of Mrs. Jac- 
quella Scott, the niece of singer Billy 
Daniels. Mrs. Jane Edwards, 30, an ex- 
pectant mother, was charged with taking 
the child. then returning it several hours 
later after the child’s mother had made a 
television appeal for the child’s return. 
Mrs. Edwards claimed she “blacked out” 
when she drove away with the infant in 
her car. 

Mrs. Barbara Lee Grimm, blonde car 
nival “exotic dancer,” was said to have a 
“mother complex” when she took two 
young children from their Washington 
home a few years ago. She later told po 
lice she took Clifton and Diane Bradford 
because their “living conditions were bad’ 
and she felt sorry for them. 

The fact that Mrs. Grimm had lost he: 
own baby two months earlier was, | 
learned as I delved deeper, an important! 
clue to her behavior. 

Going over these and many similar 
cases, I was struck by one fact: some 
women will go to fantastic lengths to get 
a child. Remorse at the loss of their own 
baby, marital troubles and other emotior 
al crises usually blind these “baby steal 
ers” to the fact that they are committing 
crimes and are also transferring their ow! 
unhappiness to the mother of the stolen 
baby. 
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The authorities are inclined to be lenient 
when it is shown that the child has suf- 
fered no physical harm and that the act 
was not malicious. The carnival dancer, 
for instance, was eventually sentenced to 
one year in jail for “endangering the life 
of a child,” a lesser charge than kid- 
napping. 

The Legal Aid Lawyer appointed to de- 
lend Mrs. Grimm pleaded that her instincts 
were good, that the children came from a 
sub-standard home and Mrs. Grimm be- 
lieved she was doing them a good turn 
by taking them away. 

In discussing the case of the Harlem 
housemaid’s theft of a baby, keeping it 
for 15 days, Dr. Fritz Wittels, noted psy- 
chiatrist, says: 

“The desperate, and in a way success- 
ful, deed was dictated by the lonesome 
maid’s insurmountable wish for a child. 
Naturally, her triumph could not last long, 
because how would it have been possible 
for her to keep the existence of the little 
one a secret in the populated district in 
which she lived. 

“Yet everybody was deeply moved to 
learn how far the longing for a baby 
could go, and how much love this simple 
woman harbored in her to bestow upon 
the child.” 

Dr. Wittels adds: 

“Theft of children is one of the oldest 
known crimes committed by mothers, 
mothers-to-be, and mothers who have lost 
their babies. Solomon’s judgment was 
concerned with a case of fraudulently 
taking possession of a baby.” 

Of course, I came across many cases 
where “mother love” or the “mother com- 
plex” had nothing to do with the stealing 


of a child. 


ACK IN 1952, a four-year-old boy went 

to a Harlem movie theater with his 
parents and his older brother and sister. 
The lad left his seat to get a drink of 
water—and never returned. Eight months 
later, his uncle spotted him on the street 
in the company of a stranger, and notified 
police. The boy was reunited with his 
family. It was later learned that the man 
and his common-law wife, who had taken 
the child, had taken out a $500 insurance 
policy on his life! 

In another instance, one woman who 
had suffered a miscarriage “borrowed” a 
friend’s baby in order to deceive her hus- 
band, then refused to return the child; 
another woman took a neighbor’s child 
and claimed him as her own in order to 
get a larger allotment from the city wel- 
fare department! 

I can’t say that what I learned helped 
get back my baby, but it certainly helped 
me to understand that the woman who had 
taken my baby—like most of the others— 
Was a sick person, very much in need of 
help. Also, what I learned kept me from 
hurting anybody, because as the days 
passed, I grew more and more desperate 
and ordinarily I would have been ready 


to get revenge for what my wife and I 
were suffering. 

So when police found our baby in the 
home of a young woman whose husband 
had deserted her, both my wife and I 
were so happy to see little Drucilla, 
smiling and well. we didn’t have the heart 
to press charges against the woman. Never- 
theless, she was ordered to undergo psy- 
chiatric treatment because of her obvious 
illness. 

The harrowing went 
through turned out doubly fortunate. Not 
only did we get the baby back safe and 
sound, but our family was back together 
again, with all the old quarrels patched 
up and wounds healed. 

As for women with the urge to steal 
babies, they need help and should seek it 
before they actually break the law—and 
some poor mother’s heart. But precisely 
because they are sick, they are not likely 
to look for help. 

After what we went through, I plead 
with parents to keep a closer watch over 
their children. Leaving babies with 
strangers, hiring baby sitters who are un- 
known to you, leaving infants unattended 
periods—these are things not 


experience we 


for long 
to do. 

Don’t put temptation in the path of 
women who steal babies! 





Sammy Davis, Jr. 
(Continued from Page 32) 


seems the combination of all the good times 
I’ve had and the bad times never balance. 
The good times always have a wide margin 
on the credit side. 

Whenever I hear any of Lionel Hamp- 
ton’s stuff, I get to thinking of the days 
when Dad, Uncle Will and I were on the 
road with Hamp. We had laughs and every 
night on stage was a ball. Any of Woody 
Herman’s jazz just picks me up. I can 
go on and on with tunes that I associate 
with good times. Yes sir, music will do it 
every time. 

You don’t have to have a record collec- 
tion or a phonograph either. Get in your 
favorite spot in your home, turn on the 
radio and I'll bet in due time some disc 
jockey will come up with a few oldies that 
will start you thinking of something that 
happened a ways back that you haven’t 
thought about for years. Sometimes an old 
tune will make you think of a pal or a 
girl you haven’t spoken to for years and it 
will get you to look up their number and 
give them a call. And in the middle of the 
conversation you'll suddenly realize that 
you did it, you KICKED those blues, some- 
times so far that you forgot why the heck 
you locked yourself in your room. 
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Temptation 


(Continued from Page 25) 


Naturally the old crowd dropped me, 


everyone except Jack Cantrell. By that 
next summer when I was just turned 
seventeen there was only Jack left. I 
thought it was a wonder he stuck by me. 

But even at that Jack’s attitude toward 
me had changed from the worshipful, pro- 
tective way he used to be. There was a 
new kind of independence in his attitude, 
as if he didn’t have to explain why he 
didn’t call or come over sometimes for 
days at a time. And a sulkiness if I ques- 
tioned him. Worst of all, there was a new 
roughness in his love-making—and more 
and more he was hinting that if I really 
loved him like he loved me, I’d want to 
belong to him. All the way! 

It got tenser and tenser between us as 
the summer dragged by, with Jack’s time 
to go to college getting closer and closer. 
He used all the corny old arguments like 
we were going to get married anyway 
someday when he was a doctor and all, so 
why shouldn’t we? And how he wanted 
something special to remember while he 
was away. 

I tried to make excuses for his change, 
of course, the way you do when you can’t 
bear to face it. I kept reminding myself 
how unhappy he was about having to start 
pre-med, the way Dr. Cantrell insisted. 
How disappointed he was that his father 
had put a final thumbs-down on flying as 
a career for Jack. So naturally he’d be 
mixed up about everything, I reasoned, 
and it was up to me to be patient and 
understanding. 

But I couldn’t kid myself any longer 
the night he put it up to me on a straight 
line. It was early in September, his last 
week-end before leaving. And because his 
grandmother in Chicago had had a bad 
heart attack, his parents had rushed up 
there that week-end. Which meant the 
Cantrells’ summer lake cabin was avail- 
able! And Jack was free, with nobody to 
account to! 

We were parked out at the airport that 
Thursday night it all came to a head. Jack 
was crazy about airplanes—he always had 
been as far back as I could remember— 
and his idea of a big evening was to sit 
there in his car and watch the planes take 
off and land. That and pet! 

He was holding me in his arms, making 
me feel all soft and fuzzy with his kisses, 
when he said softly, “You can’t expect me 
not to date other girls, honey—not if I 
don’t have a girl at home who really be- 
longs to me.” 

I stiffened and pulled away. And he 
didn’t move. He was making it clear 
enough. Either I gave him this week-end, 
or he was through. And I did love him so. 
Not just because he was the only one left. 
Because he always had been the only one 
for me, ever since eighth grade. And he 


always would be. Only I'd wanted it right. 
And it wasn’t anymore. 

He went on matter-of-factly, “You won’t 
have any trouble getting away—just tell 
your mother you’re staying with a friend. 
She won’t check.” 


Well—that was what did Knowing 


Mom wouldn’t check—because_ she 
wouldn’t care enough. A note left on the 
kitchen table would do it. So why 


shouldn’t I give Jack what he wanted, I 
asked myself. I didn’t owe anybody any- 
thing. I was perfectly free to do what I 
wanted. 
I told him okay. 
I was in bed when Mom came in that 


night, clattering on her high heels, un- 
evenly—like she’d had too many drinks 
again. Suddenly I wondered. horrified, if 


that awful Harry Carver she’d been going 
with lately ever propositioned her the way 
Jack had me. If—my skin felt all crawly 
as the thought came—if Mom said yes. 

I heard her door close and wondered 
bitterly who was I to feel I was too good 
for a week-end with Jack Cantrell? 

I lay there, unable to sleep. picturing 
the cabin where I’d gone with the Can- 
trells so many other summers—when we'd 


thought, Jack and I, only about getting 
into the lake. Or the boat. Or on the 
tennis courts. The sweet, cool smelling 


pines and the winding dirt road lined all 
the mile up to the Cantrell place with cot- 
tonwoods, the big barbecue on the patio 
that made you think of charcoaled steaks 
and picnicky meals—the whole picture 
brought back a remembered kind of hap- 
piness that seemed unreal to me now. 
Maybe, I told myself wistfully, it could be 


like that again. 


UT IT WASN’T the same—none of it 
—when we got there the next after- 


noon. I looked around, trying to recap- 
ture the old feeling of belonging. But the 


secluded woodsiness didn’t seem friendly 
the way it used to—only lonely somehow, 
the very air around us full of all the little 
differences that added up to the one big 
difference. This time there wasn’t any 
Mrs. Cantrell to meet us and make it feel 
like home. And there wasn’t any of the 
old easy kidding between Jack and me. 
There was only the strain between us all 
the way up, more glaring by the way we 
both kept trying to cover it up, with Jack 
harping on some mysterious surprise he 
with me forcing interest, 
Trying to keep my 


had for me—and 
pretending curiosity. 
panic down. 

It happened about an hour after we’d 
got there. We were munching on burnt 
hot dogs and making conversation. That 
is, Jack was. It took all my attention just 
telling myself over and over that I didn’t 
owe anybody anything. Why should I feel 

bad? Why should I feel so guilty? 

“Well?” Jack’s impatient voice punc- 
“Don’t you want to 


tured my thoughts. 


know?” 
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I looked at him blankly, then remem- 
bered. “Sure,” I said. “What’s the sur- 
prise ? 4 . 

He blurted it out eagerly. “I’m not 
going to college Monday, Betty. I joined 
the Air Force this afternoon. You're the 
first to know.” 

I gasped. “Your father, Jack,” I ex- 
claimed. “After all he’s done for you—” 
Dr. Cantrell was such a wonderful father, 
always interested in Jack, more than most 
fathers even. Jack’s being a doctor, too, 
was his dream—but Jack knew that. “And 
your mother—you owe them—” 

“That’s where I’ve been wrong,” he in- 
terrupted, an edge of defiance in his voice. 
“Maybe I do owe my folks a lot,” he added 
quickly. “But there’s me, too. I owe my- 
self something. It’s my life.” He put his 
hand over mine, pleading for me to under- 
stand. “But I don’t owe them my whole 
life, my future. I owe that to myself first 
of all. It’s up to a fellow to make his own 
future the way he feels is right—no mat- 
ter what his folks think—” 

He kept on talking, but I stopped listen- 
ing. For minutes I just sat there, hearing 
the sound of his voice. His words got far- 
ther away and gradually there was only 
the little voice deep inside me, echoing 
back, Maybe I don’t owe my parents any- 
thing, but there’s still me. I owe myself 
something. . . . Finally I said, slowly, 
“You’re doing what you know is right, 
even though your parents—” 

“That’s it,” he said eagerly. “What’s 
right for me.” He took my hand in his 
and looked at me earnestly. “And now 
that that’s all settled—” His arm circled 
my waist, and he was pulling me closer— 
and a different expression was coming 
into his eyes. 

I pulled myself free. “Then,” I whis- 
pered, “I should do what’s right for me.” 
And this wasn’t it, I thought, this kind of 
shabby, sneaky week-end. In my heart I’d 
known that. But in my twisted, self-pitying 
reasoning I'd figured no one’s caring made 
me seem unimportant. But I was impor- 
tant to myself, wasn’t I? “I didn’t want 
to come here, Jack,” I went on slowly. 
“Not this way—just us—the way—” I 
broke off, trying to find the right words 
for what was still so new to me, wanting 
to ward off the storm gathering in his eyes. 
“Tt works for me, too, Jack. I didn’t 
realize I do owe myself something—re- 
gardless—” Why, I owed myself plenty. 
A clean conscience, the right to look for- 
ward to marriage someday without a 
shameful little memory to spoil any of it 

the right to hold my head up wherever 
! went just because / knew I wasn’t cheap. 

But Jack wouldn’t see it, even when he 
knew he had to take me home. He said 
sullenly, “I guess you know what fellows 
think of girls who lead them on like this 
and then chicken out.” In his anger and 
disappointment he said a lot of mean 
things, but I only kept feeling more and 
more sure I was right. 
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He didn’t speak one word to me all the 
ride back. He didn’t even open the door 
for me when he slammed on the brakes in 
front of the apartment. When I got out, 
he said, “See you around.” Which meant 
he wouldn’t see me again if he could 
help it. 

I won’t pretend I didn’t care. I still 
loved Jack. And I still needed him. But 
not that much. I cried about it all that 
night. Now I had lost Jack. But I did 
have my self-respect—my knowing that my 
future could be as clean and right and 
good as I made it. And nothing was any 
good if you had to lose that. 

It’s spring now, six months after all that 
happened, and I’m writing my story be- 
cause just a week ago I saw Jack. I'd 
heard he was coming home on leave—but 
I hadn’t expected to see him. When he 
showed up at the apartment that very first 
night he was home I was so dumbfounded 
I couldn’t even speak. 

The way he stood there, looking so 
handsome and grown-up in his gray uni- 
form, fumbling with his cap. telling me 
in a gruff voice, “I just wanted you to 
know, Betty, that I was wrong. You were 
right—” well, it made me feel like crying 
from happiness. 

He waited, but I still couldn’t find my 
voice. My heart was too full. He went on 
awkwardly, “After what the fellows at the 
Base said about their girls—well, I know 
there aren’t many like you, Betty. And 
you're the kind a fellow wants.” 

I smiled, feeling all teary—and oh, so 
grateful. 

We went to the movies that night, but 
four nights later we shopped for my ring. 
He left last night. and I’m so happy I had 
to write about it—to make other girls see 
how important it is to remember that you 
do owe yourself plenty, no matter whether 
you owe anybody else anything or not. 


THE END 
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of behavior that will never change. I am 
sure they do not rigidly disapprove of you 
dating. Could the trouble lie in the fact 
that you are in too big a hurry to get things 
started. Remember young miss, 15 years to 
a grandparent who is possibly four times 
that age, seems incredibly young to them. 
It is no wonder they want to protect you. 
Parents would like for their children to 
reach the age of 16 before they actually 
went out on a single date with a member 
of the opposite sex. However they gener- 
ally approve of “group dating” which usu- 
ally includes an informal number of boys 
and girls or couples attending school spon- 
sored affairs. Cross out the word “steady” 
in your vocabulary until you are well on 
the road towards dating. “Steady” often 
means “near engagement” to older people 
who aren’t too familiar with the meaning 
of the word. You'll find that you have 


plenty of time for going steady after you'ye 
dated for a while. 
Dear Mrs. Jackson: 
I am 22 years old and married to a gir] 
18. We have been married for three an( 
a half months and now we are separated, 
I am very much in love with my wife, by 
when we first got married we lived with he 
brother and his wife. I thought we wer 
getting along just fine, but since I’ve been 
out of the army she says I use too much 
profane language. After we were separated 
three days, I went back to tell her hoy 
sorry I was for all the unhappiness I had 
caused her. I even got down on my knees 
and begged for forgiveness. She forgaye 
me, that is until her brother came in from 
work. We told him we were going to tr 
it over again. She asked him if she couli 
come back if things didn’t work out an¢ 
he told her no. So she told me she was 
afraid to try again for fear that she would 
have to return home to her parents in the 
South. Mrs. Jackson, I love her and be. 
lieve if I could get her away from her 
brother’s house and talk to her we would 
go back together. Please help me. Yours, 
Ue ad, Oe 
Dear J.P.C., Jr. 
You really can’t do too much until you 
have proven to your wife, and her brother 
that they can have faith in you. Profanity 
or the excess use of it wasn’t the reason 
she left you. The main cause of the sepa- 
ration was because of the insecurity she 
experienced living with you. She clings to 
the safety of her brother’s home not be. 
cause she prefers to be with him instead 
of you, but that he offers her a sense of 
security that she hasn’t found in you. Ii 
sounds as if both of you are immature, but 
that is no excuse for dissolving a marriage 
especially if both parties are in love with 
each other. Her brother, in his rather crude 
way, is doing his best to make his sister 
grow up. It may seem cruel for him t 
issue such a heartless ultimatum, but ip 
his own way he was giving her a chance 
to stick by a decision once she had made it 
Don’t give up and think that she is happ 
away from you. There are many ways you 
can earn her trust and respect. Since 
someone obviously has to grow up in the 
relationship, it might as well be you. Ther 
are many ways you can prove your worth. 
first, however establish financia] indepent 
ence. Although she does not live will 
you, she is still your lawful wife and mus 
therefore be supported. Many marital dis 
orders stem from lack of understandinj 
and patience as well as lack of funds 
Quietly but consistently show her that yo! 
are ready to accept the responsibilities of! 
husband. If the profanity irritates he. 
then clean up your vocabulary. You a 
almost in the position of a lover again, wa! 
must woo his girlfriend into marriagt 
Don’t force the issue with your wife, bu 
let her make the decision to return to yo! 
on her own. 
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jackpot the way a Patti Page or a Jo 
Stafford does with the kind of smasheroo 
smash hits which sell a million or more 
copies. Lena explains: “With all these 
‘new sounds,’ I don’t think my sound is 
different enough yet to have a big hit. But 
I wouldn’t change. I couldn’t. I make my 
career being just a little different from 
that sound. I have come along all right.” 

Lena not only sounds different from to- 
day’s pop singers, she also sings different 
songs from what they do generally. Her 
repertoire is made up predominantly of 
the standards and she points out: “I don’t 
sing the current songs, except the show 
tunes. Thank God, they’re being played 
on radio again and are pops, themselves.” 

Adding, Lena observes: “I’ve had to 
sing the standards so much I’m beginning 
more and more to get writers to write 
songs that are suited to me. I tell them not 
to rely on selling the tunes to the record 
market.” In taking that stand, Lena dem- 
onstrates that she is more interested in 
making good music than in racking up 
towering record sales at the expense of 
quality. The recording business meanwhile 
could do with more like her, being pres- 
ently burdened by an excess number of 
artists who go for the commercial gim- 
micks on wax. 











FULL DETAILS 


Soft-new candles 
Dot the cold 

With a heart of 
Hug-warm gold, 


Since you have gone... 
I’ve learned to wear 
Scarlet ribbons 

In my hair, 


Bought a yellow 
Deerskin jacket, 
Silken shirt 

With gypsy placket, 


Planted vines 

Like shiny jade, 

Sap stained tree 

For apple shade. . . . 


With everything 
So prim and fair 
No one should guess 
How I still care. 
—G.apys MarTIN 
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Liberty 











1 LIVED 
A Uk 


Both of them — John and 
Georgia — had to live with 
a past. For Georgia, it was 
like living with a nightmare. 
She never could have made 


it without John’s love... 


Nicht AFTER NIGHT I . would 
~" awaken from the dream with the 
cry, “No! No!” on my lips. Night after 
night John would put his arms around 
me, asking: “What is it, Darling? Wake 
up! It’s only a dream.” 

In terror I would cling to John, my 
body quivering. Why couldn’t I forget? 
Why couldn’t I? 

The nightmares of those nights I had 
once spent with a man I loved and 
trusted, a man I had been married to for 
six years, pursued me from night to 
night, dream to dream. 

I knew in my heart that John under- 
stood. He, too, had gone through so 
much for a woman he had once loved. 


There had been a time when John had 










BASK-OF- THE 
BOOK BONS 





hated all women. My John, so loving 


and kind! 
woman can wreak havoc with a man’s 
life. 

He had married her before he went 
overseas in World War II. All through 
those months of sweat and terror, he had 
dreamed of only one thing—to get home 
to his wife, Darlene. The day finally 
came when he was notified that he was to 
be shipped home. Home! Those days 
aboard the transport were endless, he 
told me. At last the good old Statue of 
Liberty came into view. Home! 


It only shows you how a 
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Tell Us What \ \ 
Type of Dress \ 4 
This Is! 


1. House Dress? 





2. Jumper? 

3. Party Dress? 

4, 2-Piece y 
Suit? ff 


Pass our test by telling us what type style 
it is and we'll send you a stunning, smartly- 
styled Bib-Type Tea Apron as your FREE 
PRIZE! We want to see if you have a natural 
style sense and can act as a Fashion Counselor. 
Pick the right style—and you'll prove to your- 
self—and us—that you're just the woman to 
earn up to $100 in a month taking easy orders 
for our lovely frocks from friends and neigh- 
bors. You also get the chance to own a whole 
wardrobe of beautiful new dresses, lingerie, 
hosiery—for personal use, and to use as sam- 
ples— without paying a single penny for them! 


RUSH ANSWER TODAY! OFFER LIMITED! 


You must act fast to win your Tea Apron 
PRIZE and this unusual earning opportunity. 
Openings for Counselors are limited. Paste cou- 
pon on postcard. If answer is right, we'll send 
your FREE PRIZE Tea Apron, FREE full-color 
Portfolio of gorgeous styles with actual fabric 
samples, and full instructions. Only one reply 
to a family. Offer not open to present repre- 
sentatives. Rush! FASHION FROCKS, INC., 
Dept, U-2114,Cincinnati 25, Ohio. 


FREE PRIZE COUPON...MAIL NOW! 


Style Test Manager ; 
| FASHION FRocks, Inc. | Te style shown is a 


Dept. U-2114 
Cincinnati 25, Ohio 
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| Here's my answer. Rush my PRIZE of a Tea Apron | 

... also Style Folio with. fabric samples and full j 

| particulars. No obligation. i 

| Name 1 

| Address. 

| City & Zone State. 1 

en en A 
LOOK 10-15 YEARS YOUNGER 

» Why worry because you have wrinkles, 

lines, baggy eyes, double chin, sagging 

muscles or other age signs. Be amazed! 

A full month’s supply of TENDER- 


SKIN CREAM for only $2.00, incl. 
taxes and postage. Money refunded if 
not entirely satisfied. No C.O.D.’s 
please, 


PARMET PRODUCTS 
P. 0. Box 6321 Chicago, Il. 





















E-Z Qwik Hair Crayon, dorkens 
ond hides ugly grey hairs—looks 
notural—gives your hair younger 
lovely sparkle. Send only 3 dimes 
(30c) for your E-Z Qwik. Give 
shode. Will wash out but does 
not rub off. Latest Hoir Style 
Chart included FREE. Oc 
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GOLD MEDAL HAIR PROD INC. 
Dept. YZ-2 Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 























Earn 


BIG MONEY 


as a graduate 
PRACTICAL 
NURSE 


Train At Home in 12 Weeks! 


The desperate shortage of nurses means Oppor- 
tunity for YOU! Earn the Lincoln Certificate 
in 12 weeks’ spare time and make high earnings 
year after year! Age, education not important. 
Earn while learning. Investigate today! 


aon Phicago, Jitinois Ning 
his Certifies Thar 
has Satisfactorily Completed the Cincoln Institute Extension Course 
Practical Tlursing Comprised of Training in Structure; 
) Bt ed a tan Pn anf Sp Snenc 

J tients; id; Household magement ; iene; a’ 
pap Sabjce paw Recognition Theveot Whom aens This 
Certificate 
In Witness Whereof, the seal of the Cincolm 
aa is Imprinted = this 22th, 
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Average Price Per Lesson Only 
LINCOLN Course available in 
easiest Se) Write for ye 

















6- page booklet: 

“Careers in Nurs- 

ing.” Mail coupon! 
[the Lincoln School of Practical etien 3 
} 805 Larrabee St., Dept. T-2, Los Angeles 46, Calif. | 
' Rush 16-page FREE booklet “Careers in Nursing” ' 
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Do You Want 


DOUBLE POWER? 


I’ve just discovered the SECRET 
of DOUBLE POWER! The same 
double power that was used to 
charm a husband away from a 
wife or a sweetheart away from 
his lover’s arms. DOUBLE 
POWER is POWERFUL per- 
fume. You will want to try some 
OW. Send only $3.00 with 
order (if C.O.D. $3.50). If you 
are not completely thrilled I'll 
send your $3.00 right back. 


ALLURA PERFUME, Dept. T-9 


177 McLEAN AVE., YONKERS 5, N. Y. 
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GET YOUR 
MAN 


and make him yours FOR- 
EVER. 





may be 
charms? This is your chance 
to learn and use of 
Sex Appeal so powerful that even bad women can keep 
good men while good girls go without. 


HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 


contains the very essence of confidential advice that @ 
great Love and Marriage Expert has given to thousands 


4 days. 
you will be more than delighted or your’ money 
promptly and no questions asked. Order At Once. 


LARCH, 118 East 28 St., Dept. 416-w, New York 16 
77 








SIMPLE 
RINGWORM 


*T thought I’d never get relief from 
the itching, burning torment of simple 
ringworm on my hands and arms. I 
tried Black and White Ointment and 
soon the itching and stinging misery 
was relieved. Ican’t reeommend Black 
and White Ointment too highly. I'll 
always be glad I tried it.” 


Ruby Edwards 
Philadelphia, Pa. 




















More For Your Money! over 
; 51 
Thousands praise famous Black and White ne 
Ointment. You will, too. Quickly checks Million 
itch, burn of acne pimples, blackheads, 
eczema, tetter. Three generous sizes. Get Packages 


more for your money—buy large economy 
sizes. Get Black and White Ointment. 
Cleanse skin with Black and White Soap. 


Sold 



















$92-°° HOUR 


iN A DAY “It is a pleasure to 
“] was hounded by bills sell Blair Products. I 
5 until I started to sell | have made up to$12.00 
fied customers. I have Blair Products. They}in an hour and as 
made $31.85 in a day and helped me get out of | much as $25.00 in a 
have been able to pay| debt. I’ve made $20 in a day and have das.” 

bills I owed.”’ about 225 customers.’’ ay. 

Rev. T. M. Dixon, Ga. Mrs. Georgia Thomas, Mich. J. H. Ruffin, Ohio 


Mail Coupon for 5 Products Sent You for 


B i FREE 


TRIAL 
SEND NO MONEY! 


YOU can be just as happy and successful as the 
exceptional Blair Dealers above—and I'll help 
you prove it for yourself! I’ll send you a val- 
uable Kit filled with full-sized Blair Products 
worth $2.23, retail value, selected from the vast 
Blair Line of over 200 important household 
products (Flavorings, Foods, Cosmetics, etc.) 
every home needs and uses every day of the 
year. Show friends, neighbors and relatives in 
full time or spare time, and see how quickly 
they order from you. YOU MAKE BIG 
PROFITS on everything you sell. 


MAIL COUPON NOW FORFULL-SIZE PRODUCTS 


SEND NO MONEY! Simply paste coupon on 
2c postcard or mail in an envelope. We'll rush 
$2.23 worth of valuable full-size products for 
FREE TRIAL, plus big FREE Catalog of en- 
tire big-profit Line of Home Necessities, and 
complete Money-Making Plans. No experience 
necessary. Mail Coupon NOW! 


BLAIR, Dept. 14C, Lynchburg, Va. 


$31.85 $20.00 


IN A DAY|' 


“*I am a part-time Blair 
Dealer and have 175 satis- 


























RETAIL VALUE OF PRODUCTS $2.23 
PLUS CATALOG, SAMPLE Mail Coupon TODAY to 
tart making good money 


CASE, PROFIT PLANS .. .« Gasily and fast! 
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j BLAIR, Dept. 14C Lynchburg, Va. \ 

j Please rush Full-Size Blair Products for FREE TRIAL, 
plus Catalog and Money-Making Plans. 
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He had been disappointed when no 
one met him at the dock, but so many 
things can go wrong with a message that 
he took heart and hailed a taxi. Their 
house was dark when the taxi stopped 
in front of it. He paid the driver and 
ran up the porch steps. He felt under 
the mat where they used to keep the key, 
No key! Oh, yes—here it was! 

John said his hand shook as he tried 
to find the keyhole. At last the lock 
turned and John stepped inside and 
quietly shut the door. No need of wak- 
ing Darlene. Then he changed his mind 
and switched on the table lamp by the 
door. He heard her moving in the bed- 
room. The door of the bedroom swung 
open! To John’s amazement a man 
stood in the door! Darlene must have 
moved he had thought! But no—behind 
the man, white-faced was Darlene! 

“Darlene—what is this? Who is this 
man?” John had asked. 

“John? Where did you come from?” 
Darlene had gasped. 

“| just docked. I’m home for good.” 

The man, a big, muscled fellow, pulled 
on a robe and came into the living room, 

“So you’re weak-kneed-John—,” the 
man leered. 

John said he swung at the man with- 
out thinking. Weak-kneed? The fellow 
stepped back and Darlene ran in between 
them. 

“Stop it! Both of you. This is Sam, 
John. We've been living together ever 
since you were gone. And you might as 
well get this straight—we’re going to 
keep on living together. You can get out 
—do you hear? Get out!” 

John had to shake his head to clear his 
mind. Get out? Just like that—when he 
had been sending his pay to her reg- 
ularly all these months. Going without 
himself so that she wouldn’t have to go to 
work. And look what she had done! She 
had been keeping a boy friend on his 
money! The cheap little tramp! And! 
love her—the tramp! I still love her. 


Savagely John had told Darlene that F 


she would get no more of his money. Let 
the boy-friend rustle up the grub from 
now on. 
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Darlene had put her arm around the 
guy’s neck and said, “O.K. so we won't 
have your dough, but we'll get along. 
Now get out!” 

That was John’s welcome home aftet 
all those months in Europe. It had taken 
him three years to get over that recep: 


tion. That is why I said that I knew 





as | went 
shop for 
pie. I w. 
that my t 
actually s 
80 much, 
There 
fice. She 


nany 
that 
‘heir 
pped 
and 
nder 
key, 


tried 
lock 
and 
wak- 
nind 
the 
bed- 
jung 
man 
have 
hind 


this 
my 
od.” 
illed 


Om, 


the 


rith- 
low 
yeen 


am, 
>ver 


t as 


out 


John would understand. He had had a 
rough deal, too. 

That there is a Divine justice I know 
now. But in the years past I couldn’t see 
it. I was too close to the forest to see the 
trees, I guess. 

I was working in a toy shop when I 
frst met Ole. Just being in a town was 
like a miracle to me, then. We had lived 
on an old, gone-to-seed farm near the 
edge of the desert. When Dad died, after 
years of hopeless prospecting, Mom lived 
only a few months. She and Dad had 
always been so close. We never had any- 
thing, but that never mattered to them. 
Just being together was all that meant 
anything to either of them. After Mom 


was buried beside Dad I didn’t see any 


reason for staying on the farm. | leased 
it for fifteen dollars a month to two 
prospectors. They paid me the first and 
the last months’ rent—thirty dollars and 
that was all I had in the world. 

I arranged to have them send the rent 
tome in San Diego—General Delivery, 
until I had an address. San Diego! That 
was where I had always dreamed of liv- 
ing. I asked at the Traveler’s Aid at the 
depot when I got there, where I could 
find a room that wasn’t too high. They 
directed me to a nice place just walking 
distance to downtown. I took it. By 
walking I could save money as I looked 
for work. 

After the first week I got panicky. My 
cash was getting very, very low. And 
then one day I was standing outside a 
toy shop trying to decide whether to go 
without lunch or dinner when | decided 
to go in and ask for a job. I asked to 
see the manager and | was directed to 
the back of the store. 
was an older woman. I introduced my- 
self and told her I was looking for a job. 
She asked me a lot of questions and when 


In a small office 


she asked me for references my heart 
sank. Of course, I didn’t have any. She 
asked me to come back at two-thirty. 
Her partner was out to lunch and she 
wanted to talk it over with her before 
making a decision. 

I tried not to get my hopes up too high 
as I went down the street to a small coffee 
shop for a cup of coffee and a piece of 
pie. I was so scared when I went back 
that my throat felt parched and my knees 
actually shook. It meant so much to me, 
so much. 

There was another woman in the of- 
fice. She was a nice looking woman of 





about 50. They both smiled at me when 
I came in and I dared to hope. 

“Won't you sit down,” the first wom- 
an I had met, whom I learned was Mrs. 
Wiley said. I was glad to sit down. 

“We have decided to give you a trial, 
Miss Adams, for two weeks. Oh, thank 
you dear God, I had thought. “If all goes 
well we will be happy to make you one 
of our permanent sales staff.” 

I went to work right away. I never 
knew a toy shop had so many small toys. 
There seemed to be millions of things 
in the store all hiding from me when a 
customer asked for something. But it 
was fun. I thoroughly enjoyed the work. 

I didn’t dare let myself be sure of the 
job. On Friday of the second week I was 
as scared as the day I got the job. Mrs. 
Wiley called me into her office about four 
o’clock. Again she asked me to sit down. 
Then she told me how delighted they 
were with my work. She told me some 
of the nice things the customers had said 
about me. I was so happy I couldn’t help 
but cry a little. She patted me on the 
shoulder and gave me my check. 

“Take ten minutes before you go back 
on the floor, my dear,” she had said 
kindly. Oh, she was such a fine person. 
I was so happy, so very, very happy that 
I walked on air that evening up to the 
little coffee shop where I ate most of my 
meals. 

And it was there in the coffee shop 
that I first saw Ole. He was tall, slender 
and sun-tanned. When he smiled at the 
waitress his teeth gleamed like pearls 
against the tan of his skin. I tried to 
keep my eyes averted, but every time I 
looked up he was looking at me. 

After that evening I saw him everyday 
at the coffee shop. His nearness always 
brought a flush to my face. I was so 
aware of him. What was the matter with 
me? I asked myself. I didn’t even know 
the man. I didn’t want to know him. If 
I had only listened then to my intuition. 
It kept telling me to stay away from him. 
Instinctively I began to try to avoid him. 
But every time I looked up his dark, bold 
eyes were on me. I changed to another 
coffee-shop. The second night I ate there 
he showed up. I went down the street 
to a lunch counter the next night and he 
came in not five minutes after I did. 
Then I knew that he had been watching 
me. And I knew that it wouldn’t be long 
before he would come into the shop 
where I worked. I was right, too. The 
next day while I was wrapping a package 


at the back of the store I saw him come 
in and start looking at some toys. 

Both Mrs. Wiley and her partner were 
in the storeroom with a big buyer and I 
knew that I would have to wait on him 
since Eileen, the other clerk, was at 
lunch. I tried to be businesslike, but I 
was so flustered I’m not sure that I was. 

He gave me a knowing smile and said 
out of one side of his mouth “Hi, Gor- 
geous Georgia.” This made me turn hot, 
then cold. How did he know my name 
was Georgia? He must have asked some- 
one at the store or maybe he had fol- 
lowed me home and asked my landlady. 
It didn’t seem possible that she would 
give him my name. She was inclined to 
be close-mouthed and unfriendly. 

“Look, beautiful, I’m crazy about you. 
Haven’t I been keeping you in sight for 
two weeks?” he asked putting his hand 
over mine. 

I nervously withdrew my hand and 
took out my sales pad. 

“How about dinner tonight?” 

“No thank you,” I answered stiffly. 

He towered over me. He frightened 
me yet he thrilled me. Smiling down into 
my eyes he said, “I never take no for 
an answer. I'll be back—I’ll be back.” 
With that he walked quickly out the 
door. 


SANK DOWN into a chair trembling 

all over. I had never even had a date 
while I was in high school. Now to have 
this virile, challenging man try to date 
me, left me weak. Somewhere inside of 
me there came a warning. Oh, why 
didn’t I listen? I only wish I had. But 
if I had then I would never have met 
John, my John. 

From that day on Ole gave me no 
peace. It seemed that everywhere I went, 
I saw Ole. At the coffee-shop, on the 
bus, when I looked out the window dur- 
ing working hours. I began to ask my- 
self what does he do? Where does he 
live? 

Every night when the store closed he 
was outside. Every night he asked me 
to go to dinner with him and every 
night I still said, “No.” He would just 
smile and say, “There'll come a day, 
baby, there’ll come a day.” 

And there did! The day I slipped on 
the newly waxed floor at the store. It 
was just before quitting time and the 
janitor had started early because he 
wanted to finish waxing the whole floor 
that evening. I slipped as I came out of 
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LOVELY AND LUSTROUS.. 
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FOR YOUR LASTING BEAUTY 

WIGS, HAIR PIECES attractively designed and made 

of finer quality human hair with soft, natural 

looking curls and waves for women of all ages. 
Below are a few of the many styles illustrated in 
our new big catalog, write TODAY for FREE copy. 
Satisfaction guaranteed on money-back-basis. 












No. 6000. 
a 


a " 
> BOB WIG No. 1460. 


“CONTE ITALIAN CUT Miss Personality. Flatter. 

An exotic new coiffure with ing, smart looking. Choice 

bang and tapered waved part either side or center. 

back. Natural looking part. Hand made weft. $22.50 

Attractive and very smart. Mixed grey........... $27.50 
Only $29.75 

Mixed grey......$34.75 


No. 106. 







ALL AROUNDS 
Feather cut style. Will fit 
any head. Curls are cro- 
quinoled .. . $5.95 
Mixed grey....$6.95 


BRAIDED SIDE PUFFS 
Two clusters ot price of 
one, Can be combed. 
Very low price, pr... $3.95 

Mixed grey $4.95 


‘ ‘ 
BARGAIN PAGE 
BOY. 12” wide. large. Has nylon — | 
Recches ear to net —" entire head. 
eor... 1.95 nly 2.5 only $10.95 


Ex. heovy, $2.95 Mixed grey..3.50'y:.09 wey $13.95 
Humanie has the hair-do you need... for the hair 
style you want...ata price that you can afford. 


COMPARE—and you'll buy from HUMANIA 


RE Write today for FREE copy Humania’s 


NEW illustrated Hair Style Booklet 


HUMANIA HAIR CO. 
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WOMAN 
Pw WHO 
WANTS A BABY 


Doctor's Invention Gives New Help 


Any woman now gets her own special days when she will 
be most likely to become prainent with a Doctor’s won- 
derful invention called ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Because ADVIS- 
A-GUIDE (whichis a purse-size automatic indicator) quickly 
shows you your own special days when you are fertile. 
Most important — these special fertile days of yours are the 
only days when you will be most likely to conceive a child. 
And you get these special fertile days of yours easily and 
simply when you use ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Best of all—Doc- 
tors and the Church approved and recommended ADVIS- 
=~GUIDE principle. Many women have told me their 
ADVIS-A-GUIDE has helped make their married life a 
very happy time. It can do as much for you because you get 
it with 100% money-back guarantee. Just send me your 
name and address with 35c in coins or stamps. When postman 
delivers your ADVIS-A-GUIDE—sent you ina plain package 
marked personal and complete with simple instructions—pay 
only $1.65 plus postage on this 400% mone: guaran- 
tee: Use your ADVIS-A-GUIDE for 10 days. If you are not 
completely satisfied—if you are not delighted with the way it 
helps you in your marriage relations—return it tome. WIl 
send your full purchase price right back to you by aire 
mall. (You can save 42c postage by sending full price of 
$2 in cash or money order or check when you write to me. 
Because then | pay all postage.) Write me personally. 


Mrs. J.L. Fredericks, Director, Dept. 426 
BIRTH RESEARCH CO..1000 SIXTH AVE.,NYC.18,NY, 
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the cloak room ready to leave. My head 
hit the floor with a terrific bang and 
everything went black. When I came to 
there was Ole with Mrs. Wiley and her 
partner. They had seen him meet me 
every night outside the store and natur- 
ally thought that he was a friend of 
mine. He had seen me fall from his stand 
outside the window where he was wait- 
ing for me as usual. Believe me he didn’t 
miss an opportunity like that. Mrs. 
Wiley said he came right in and offered 
to take me home. Imagine the nerve. 
What could I do? I couldn't tell Mrs. 
Wiley I didn’t know the man. I didn’t 
even know his name then. 

I felt so weak and my head went 
around like a pinwheel. He called a taxi 
and took me to my rooming house. 
When we got there he told my landlady 
what had happened and asked her per- 
mission to go get me some supper. Pretty 
smart! Now he had everyone I knew 
working with him! The supper did taste 
good and he played it smart again—he 
left as soon as I had finished eating. My 
landlady came in later and told me what 
a gentleman he was. If she had only 
known what he was like she would have 
kicked him out. 

I felt alright the next day and went 
to work as usual. He was bold enough 
to come right in the store that night. 
Mrs. Wiley greeted him like an old 
friend and that night was the first time 
I went to dinner with him. 

I still remember how he played it gal- 
lant and helped me off with my coat, 
pulled back my chair for me at the res- 
taurant, took my elbow as we crossed 
the streets. He was a wily one. 

Well, you’ve probably already guessed 
that I eventually gave in and married 
him. But only after I learned that he had 
a vegetable farm near the Mexican bor- 
der. He took me there one Sunday after- 
noon. There was a sort-of bunk house 
for the “wetbacks” Mexican labor that 
came across the border illegally. They 
called them “wetbacks” because the first 
Mexicans to come across had many times 
had to swim the Rio Grande River. The 
name still is used in the West. The farm 
seemed to be a going business. Acre after 
acre of green, lush vegetables grew 
around the small farm house. 

I even began to picture what I could 
do to make the house more livable. Just 
before Christmas we were married. He 
kept up the gallantry for several weeks 





and then he suddenly quit. I’ll never for. 
get that night. 

We had been having trouble getting 
enough help to pick and crate the vege. 
tables. That was one trouble with hiring 
wetbacks—you never knew when he 
would leave. The sheriff would drive up 
and load the whole kit and kaboodle into 
the car and take them to the immigra. 
tion office. 

One morning after this happened he 
came storming into the house. 

“Get on your jeans and get out there, 
We've got to get those crates of celery 
moving—right now.” 

I stood there with my mouth open, 
shocked beyond speech. No one had ever 
used that tone to me before. 

“Come on—move. I’m tired playing 
the loving husband to you. Now get a 
move on and help in the fields.” He 
turned to leave, then yelled, “Be there in 
five minutes.” 

Slowly. like one in a dream I changed 
to my jeans and walked out to the fields, 
Nothing was ever the same after that. 
The days were endless. My body pro- 
tested as it tried to keep up with the work 
and carry my unborn child. 

Ole had no respect for motherhood, 
it seemed. His true nature came out as 
he ruthlessly made demands on me night 
after night. Then in the still of the night 
he would turn over and before I could 
draw a shaking breath he would be snor- 
ing. 

I would lie there trembling and afraid 
unable to close my eyes because of the 
torment in my soul. Day after day | 
waited for a tender word or look as the 
time came nearer for the birth of our 
child. 

I tried to share his interests, to help 
him plan for the farm, but he would give 
me an impersonal glance and walk out. 
And then he started going out nights and 
Sundays without me. He never told me 
when he was going. He just walked out 
or didn’t come in for dinner. I asked him 
where he was going and he said, “Down 
to my sister’s in town.” 

“Your sister's! You never told me you 
had a sister living near San Diego.” 

“Well, I have. She just lost her hus- 
band and she’s had a nervous break 
down. She needs care and medicine if 
she is going to pull through this. Her 
doctor said she needed an operation the 
last time I saw him.” 

I wanted to go in with him but he 
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wouldn’t let me. He took money with 
him every time he went. 

We had a heavy downpour, like a 
cloudburst and it did a lot of damage to 
our place. I was working on a ditch with 
one of the Mexicans when I felt my first 
labor pains. I gasped and doubled over. 
The Mexican went to look for Ole but 
he couldn’t find him. I couldn’t drive a 
car so I went out on the highway and 
tried to thumb a ride. 

I must have been a sight. All dirty 
and with an old coat on. No one paid 
any attention to me. I probably looked 
like a drunk coming back from Tia 
Juana. When I felt a pain coming I 
would double over. After an especially 
hard one I sat down on the grass under a 
tree. What was I going to do? I didn’t 
know my neighbors but I would go to 
them anyway I decided. As I got up a 
wave of blackness engulfed me and I 
leaned against a tree. When I opened my 
eyes there stood a tall, sort of homely 
fellow looking at me in a puzzled way. 

“Are you ill?” he asked. 

He sounded so like a gentleman that 
I took another quick look at him. His 
clothes were old, but clean. His hair was 
neatly trimmed, his hands were brown 
but clean. Between labor pains I told 
him my situation. 

His eyes asked me—where is your 
husband ?—but I didn’t mention Ole’s 
absence. 

“If you had a car I could drive you to 
your doctor,” he suggested. 

“We have a truck in the vegetable 
shed,” I told him. 

“Fine. Are the keys in it?” 

I didn’t know. He went to look and I 
sank down again under the tree. It 
seemed only seconds before he drove up 
beside me and lifted me into the truck 
cab. I told him where my doctor’s office 
was and he drove carefully over the 
bumps in the field onto the highway. 

As I look back now I think as you 
probably do—why did she trust a com- 
plete stranger? I don’t know, except that 
from the very moment I first saw him I 
trusted and depended on John. Yes, it 
was John who helped me that day. He 
was looking for a job and just happened 
to be down near the border looking for 
a job as a foreman on one of the big 
vegetable farms. 

And so it was that John was with me 
when my twin sons were born. At my 
Suggestion he asked Ole for a job when 
he went back to the farm to wait for and 


tell Ole that he was a father of twins. 
When Ole came into the hospital that 
night he told me had given John a job. 
Ole wasn’t pleased over being the father 
of twins. He had never wanted to be a 
father at all. 

I went home on Saturday from the 
hospital. We hadn’t even gotten the twins 
settled when Ole said he was going in to 


his sister’s and left. John helped me with | 


the formulas so that I could get back to 


bed. 


S I LOOK BACK I realize that I 

must have been blind not to have 
realized that Ole was two-timing me. In- 
stead I even used to send fresh vege- 
tables and eggs in to her. I wanted to 
take the twins in for her to see but Ole 
insisted that she would be upset because 
she would never have any children by 
her dear, dead husband. 

It was when the twins were about 
three that Ole started to beat me. For no 
reason at all he would come into the 
house and hit me. The boys would run 
and hide under the bed until he left the 
house. As time went on I never felt safe 
when he was home. I tried never to cry 
out. I didn’t want John to know that Ole 
beat me. Later I learned that the twins 
told John. 

When the boys were five and a half 
Ole took out a big mortgage on the farm. 
I was heartsick. John worked like a tro- 
jan but we never seemed to get enough 
ahead to make any extra payments on 
the mortgage. If we managed the inter- 


est it was the best we could do. Ole spent | 


more and more time away from home. 
When he was home I was subjected to 
sexual orgies. I felt like a street walker 
after one of these ordeals. 

I lived in a cringing terror of Ole. I, 





who had always considered a divorce | 


the admittance of failure, had to admit 
that my marriage was all wrong. 

It’s so hard to put down on paper the 
terrible events that followed. I worked 
until life was a blur. I helped with the 
tractoring, I cooked, washed and ironed 
for my family. I became shabbier and 
shabbier. Every cent I could save went 
to pay on the mortgage. I wanted my 
boys to go to college. I was determined 
they would, if it killed me. I was at the 
point by now that I didn’t care about 
myself. And all through those terrible 
years, John worked for Ole. He was the 
mainstay of the farm. If it hadn’t have 


been for him we would have lost it years) q& 
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And my boys loved John. He was 
only contact they had with a man. He 
ially took their father’s place. He 
d the boys and they liked and re- 
cted him. He would go fishing with 

on Sundays sometimes and he 
ild show them how to make a whistle 

of some bamboo, help them with 
ir school work when I was too tired. 
hn never came to the house. He stayed 
the bunkhouse always. 
One night I asked Ole about his sister. 
question sent him into a wild tirade 
abuse. The boys were down at the 
khouse with John and he had me 
his mercy. He hit me and hit me. He 
ed me every bad name he could 
k of. Finally I couldn’t help it—I 
eamed. He hit me harder than ever 
| I screamed with all my might. The 
y knocked me into the corner of the 


uddenly the door burst open and 
came into the room like a cyclone. 

beat Ole until he fell like a log to the 
and lay still. 
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Breathing heavily John turned Ole 
over. As he did a piece of paper fell out 
of his breast pocket. It lay open on the 
floor. I stood beside John and read the 
note. It was from “his darling ‘sister’ 
Darlene.” 

John turned white as a sheet. 

“The dirty rat! Sister! Come on, 
Georgia, we'll pay this ‘sister’ 
she'll never forget.” : 

The address on the note was at an 
apartment house in a nearby suburb. 
John rang the bell at apartment “A”. 
When the door opened he fell back and 
gasped, “Darlene!” 

I didn’t know what was going on, but 
Before us 


a visit 


I knew something was wrong. 
stood a cheaply, gaudily dressed woman 
of about thirty-five. She shrieked and 
tried to close the door on John. He 
quickly put his foot in the door and 
forced the door open. We went inside. 
She stood pressed against the wall her 
eyes wide with terror. 

She looked me over from head to foot 
like a mule trader. Suddenly she relaxed 
and went over to the table and lighted a 
cigarette. John didn’t move from my 
side. 

“Sorta took me by surprise there for 
a minute,” she said giving John a coy 
smile. 

But John wouldn’t fall for her line. 
He laid the facts on the line. He told 
her I was Ole’s wife. He told her how 
Ole had beaten me. He told her about 
the twins. As he talked she grew whiter 
and whiter. 

“Honest, John—I hate that man—I 
do. He never told me he had a wife and 
kids—honest! He’s just been helping me 
with some work—that’s all.” 

John didn’t even bother to answer her. 
Taking my arm he led me outside and 
shut the door. When he got into the car 
he drove to the park nearby and stopped. 

“Georgia—I guess you know that I 
love you. I’ve loved you for a long time. 
That—that woman you just saw was my 
wife. I haven’t seen her for years. In fact, 
I didn’t know she lived around here.” 

Then he told me about the night he 
came home from overseas. 

“T want you to get a divorce from Ole. 
I'll get a divorce and we'll be married, 
dear.” He drew me close and kissed me 
gently, softly. “I’ve loved you for years, 
Georgia. I want to prove to you that life 
can be wonderful. We'll pay off the mort- 
gage somehow and I'll see that your boys 
—our boys—get to college.” 


The rapture of his kiss blotted out al] ” 
the miserable years. I forgot that I was 
still Ole’s wife. 

And I never got my divorce. 

When we got back to the farm we were _ 
met at the gate by a police officer. The © 
boys who had stayed at the bunkhouse 
with one of the Mexicans had told the 
officer we would be back soon. The off- 
cer ask me if I was the wife of Ole Wag. 
goner. I told him that I was. Then he 
told me that Ole was dead. 

After we had left the Mexican boy 
said that Ole came to the bunkhouse 
looking for John. When they told him 
we had gone into town he snarled at the — 
boys and tried to hit them. The Mexican 
boy had intervened and Ole had stamped | 
out of the bunkhouse and got into the | 
truck. 

The officer said that Ole had driven 
like a madman. Several patrol cars _ 
spotted him and they gave chase. Ole 
was doing over ninety when he hit the 
curve going over the bay fill-in. The car 
turned over six or seven times the officer 
told us. 

But my shame wasn’t ended. The of- 
ficer in the first car that went up to the 
wreck recognized Ole as one of the gang” 
for whom they had been looking, who 
had been smuggling parakeets into the 
United States illegally. We knew then 
what Darlene had meant when she said 
he had been helping her with some work. 
Our information lead to her arrest and 
the breaking up of the smuggling gang. 
That was one good thing that came of all 
those years of horror. 

After John was free we were quietly 
married. We are so happy and I love him 
so. Yet I still have those nightmares’ 
about Ole. 

[ can feel his hands on my body, his 
arms drawing me closer. I can see the 
leer on his face as he draws me closer, 
as his big, blood-red lips close on my) 
mouth. I can feel the weight of his body 
and I scream “NO! NO!” I try to fight 
him off. His foul breath suffocates me. 
Never, never will I feel clean again. 
scream again, “NO! NO!” 

Then I waken to hear John’s soft 
voice, “What is it, darling? Wake ae 
It’s only a dream.” 

Only a dream. Thank God. Thank you 
God for a good, loving husband like my 
John. 

I cradle his head in my arms and hold 
him close. My love, my John. 


THE END 








